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	1. Chapter 1: A Broken Night

**Disclaimer:** I do not own Harry Potter or any of it's characters they belong solely to J. an amazing writer. Truly brilliant. I only have the honor of playing with them for this story and hopefully others. Please read the real story of Harry Potter from J. 's amazing books. For they are truly worth every read. I have read them so many times I have lost count.

**Summery Notes:** Everything I write here is fiction and is not a part of the actual story of Harry Potter as written by J. , but it is a story I have quite enjoyed writing. This is part of my what ifs series. Hopefully there will be many more works to come from this train of thought.

I have completely changed the timeline and how the events of the books take place. I have also made the characters my own so they will be slightly OOC I am sorry for that. Unfortunately unless it is J. writing the stories herself every rendition of her characters will be tainted by the author's take on the characters.

The story will be AU.

**Summery Ideas: **This will be the first story and takes place just before Philosophers Stone. I am taking the idea of the philosophers stone but in a slightly different light and changing how the events will come to pass and how the dark lord rises. In this series the Dark Lord survived though severely weakened after that fateful night in which his curse failed to kill Harry Potter and he seeks the Philosophers stone which was hidden away from the world by Nicholas Flamel and Albus Dumbledore.

**Warnings**: This story could contain mentions of abuse (child and adult), Contains mentions and descriptions of injury and illness. Rated T.

**Authors Note:** I welcome reviews, if you wish to take the time to review my work please do not flame it but give me constructive criticism is more then welcome. I am also going to be looking for a beta as I do not currently have one. All further notes will be placed as footnotes, these shall be the only notes at the beginning of my story as I do not wish to disrupt the flow of the story. If discussion on any point of the story is desired further please send me a PM.

* * *

><p><strong>CHAPTER ONE: A Broken Night<strong>

Black obsidian eyes blinked slowly open. Pain shot through his head until he thought he would black out again from it. His mind felt clouded and fuzzy. The pain something he'd never known before. Or had he? He couldn't figure it out right now. He raised his hand which seemed to take far too much effort and gently pressed it to his forehead feeling something wet and sticky beneath his long slender digits. Curious he pulled his hand away to gaze up at the red that slicked his fingers. Well that explained the dizziness and fuzziness. He must have hit his head during the explosion and he must have hit it very hard because he knew these symptoms well. He was suffering from a concussion. Suddenly memories began to swim back up from the cloud of darkness that swam in his mind.

_Albus leaned forwards, "trust me Severus," the words in his gentle tone made the other man look up from where he was sitting his head resting in his hands. _

_"I do," came the soft reply so unlike the icy cold exterior that hardly ever wavered. That voice wavered. _

_"Then you need to retrieve the stone and complete the mission," came Albus's response. Severus gave a sharp nod and looked back down into his hands. _

_"It's suicide," a spark of anger tinged his words. Severus felt the anger rise. Had he not been doing enough already? Had he not suffered enough? Why must he always be the one to pay the cost of this war? Why couldn't he ever be allowed a moment of rest? He knew why. He felt it in his chest burn and war with the grief inside his mind. Grief that never let him rest._

The memory swam away from him leaving him feeling hollow and scared a feeling he did not enjoy. He wanted the comfort of anger that he understood, but he could not make his sluggish mind latch onto the anger that usually burned strong in his chest, always so close to the surface, easy to call. All he felt in that moment was fear and crippling agony far worse then the Cruciatus curse. The pounding in his head was increasing with the rhythm of his racing heart. His breathing was laboured and each breath burned in his chest as he tried to draw in enough air. He needed to breath shallower he had bruised ribs if they were not broken already. He was familiar with this pain. So so familiar. How he wished it were not so. He tried to swallow, there was too much saliva, but he knew why that was. His stomach was lurching uncomfortably and he felt ill. That was another sign of a concussion he knew, but with his ribs being bruised being physically ill would make it ten times worse. Oh he did not look forward to that. He swallowed convulsively trying to fight what he knew was inevitable.

His left fist tightened and he felt the bite of something solid against his palm even as he pressed his right hand harder against his aching head. Trying to push the pain away and let thought through. He raised his left hand, his black sleeve falling away to reveal his arm and the Dark Mark along with many scratches and abrasions from the falling rocks. He blinked his eyes open when he realized the darkness was not caused by his location, but instead because his eyes had closed again. He was so dangerously close to blacking out.

There clutched in his hand was a blood red stone. He had done it. He let his arm fall back to his side trying with clumsy fingers to find his inner robe pockets. Were all the precious potions he usually carried about his person were. His fingers trailing over soft slightly rough material seeking. Seeking.

"Severus?" Came a silky voice he knew all too well. A voice that had evidently been calling his name more then once from the tone of fear and worry that tinged the cold words. He knew every nuance of that voice. Most would not hear the emotions beneath the cold and silky tones that had been cultivated over years of training. He did. For he knew this man as his brother.

"..." he tried to speak, but Severus soon realized that only coughs would follow the activity. The sound seemed to draw the man towards him as sharp footsteps with a slight limp could be heard. Such a very slight alteration on the left step that he knew it instantly. "Luc," he barely managed to whisper. His weak voice catching on the last letter and dissolving into harsh coughs that nearly made him loose the battle with his stomach. Pain far more intense slashed through his chest and head as the coughs were torn from his body until blackness swam in his vision threatening to make him fall.

"...rus open yours eyes!" Lucius's words were louder then they needed to be, louder then they should be, Severus couldn't figure out what the rest of what Lucius had said was as his ears had bussed and it had taken him a while to focus on what had sounded like a voice. He'd barely managed it and realized once more that his eyes were closed. The darkness was not unconsciousness but his own eyes being closed. He forced them open. Watched as the shapes spun and swirled and slowly resolved into the worried face of his blond haired friend.

For a long moment Lucius and Severus looked into each other's eyes. Neither knowing exactly what to say. One trying to analyze how badly the other was injured and the other trying to cling to consciousness with barely any energy left to do so.

"Sev, how badly are you hurt," Lucius called out lowering his voice as he noticed the flinch from the wounded man.

"Bad," came the too soft reply. No coughing this time he was grateful for that. His breathing was laboured and harsh and it was far too painful he would need to focus on that. He let his eyes closed he needed to concentrate. He couldn't hear what Lucius said as he worked to calm his breathing so he could again breath without so much pain.

For several moments he did not know what was going on around him until he felt the shift of air and the soft touch of fabric against exposed skin slowly followed by light manicured fingers running over his skin. Seeking the injuries that caused him to bleed so profusely.

"Sev?" Came the call again. His breathing was better, but Lucius's words were enough to distract him from his exercise in focus. He forced his eyes to open again even though the bright light from Lucius's lit wand made his eyes burn and his stomach churn harder. He could taste bile now. How he hated that taste. Swallowing convulsively to keep from being sick he let his eyelids close.

"Sev!" Lucius demanded harsher then was needed. Severus flinched, "you need to stay awake Sev," he said softly. His voice going to a bare whisper. "Focus on my voice," the next words spoken as the man gently took his empty left hand. Empty, were was the stone. Had he lost it, panic rose, until he remembered. He had slipped it in his robe pocket. Safe. It was safe.

A pause before the next words left Lucius's lips, "where you successful?" A slow movement of the head in a positive was all Severus could do. It was not even a complete nod and the action left him feeling even more ill if that were possible. He was swiftly loosing this battle. "He will be pleased, we must leave to him now, can you stand?" A slow and deliberate shake. There was no way Severus was moving on his own. He did not even know the full extent of the damage his body had sustained. "Alright, I will help you. In either case we must get you before him. I will have to take us both to him. Sev you must hold on, please. You cannot let go, do you understand me," Lucius demanded. The last needing assurance. He could hear the fear in his friends voice and he desired to let him know he wouldn't let himself go. He nodded slowly. So slowly. He felt the relief more then heard the soft words. He didn't know what Lucius had actually said, if anything, but it had been enough to reassure the elder man that Severus was going to be ok.

This was the fourth trie for the stone. Was this one the real one? Severus was found to wonder, letting his mind wonder as he knew that the moment he was moved he would either black out or be ill. He just wasn't sure which. Head wounds were tricky he knew. He had had enough experience with Healers to know that. He had after all had to learn how to heal himself from an early age.

Strong arms found their way around him and slowly moved him so he was sitting. Severus leaned his head into the shoulder that was next to him as the arms snaked firmly around him. He couldn't hold his head upright on his own. It ached too much and the dizziness that rose was far worse then the nausea that threatened to win out. He let himself lean heavily against the other male as consciousness threatened to leave him. As if Lucius sensed his dilemma he simply held Severus for several long moments before shifting his weight into an easier position to get the man on his feet. Fluid motion that was only slightly harder then it should be had both men standing and Lucius holding him firmly bent slightly forwards. Severus took a few moment to realize why he was leaning forwards. Even as the bile left his throat and splattered onto the stone beneath he did not realize he was throwing up until it was almost over. Gasping for breath as the next wave rose and left him shaking. He was violently ill for a few moments more before finally it ended. He leaned back and Lucius took his weight easily supporting the man. Severus let his head rest against Lucius's shoulder his eyes firmly closed so he would not see anything.

Lucius flicked his wand summoning Severus's wand from the floor and tucking the hawthorn wand into his robes. He gazes again at the form of his friend. Still the panic lingers in his heart as he looks on the blood stained too pale face. He is so shocked and terrified that he has seen so much weakness in Severus's actions and responses. Or lack there of. He knows deep down that Severus is badly injured to no longer hold the cold and distant exterior he always has. In that moment the promise he made his heartbroken friend that night nearly eleven years ago rings in his ears. 'I will always watch over you Sev, I swear it. I will never let anyone hurt you again.' How often those words haunted him now. How easily it would be to shatter what little strength remains. Lucius has always wondered how Severus could bear so much on his shoulders and not cave under the weight. That was the truest courage he had ever known and he would protect his friend. As he had done so often. For Severus he would defy the Dark Lord. Somehow that thought didn't even disturb him as he thought it would. He had started to see the man who had promised them power and supremacy, but had only delivered fear and death. No his own loyalty had begun to waver that night when he had found Severus crumpled on the ground with the body of his one true love held tightly in his hand screaming out his grief and pain. Lost and utterly alone. The one thing Severus had begged from the Dark Lord in all those years, the only thing he had ever asked, the Dark Lord had promised, and yet he had betrayed that promise. Lucius was sickened by these thoughts as he knew his own wife and child could be next. Fear sank it's teeth deep in his heart. Could he protect them? What would he do to protect them. He looked at Severus and remembered the number of times he had taken Lucius's failures on his shoulders to spare Lucius the Dark Lord's anger. How often he had stepped forward to bear the burden alone to protect Lucius and his family. His decision made he took firmer hold of his friend and slowly began the agonizing trek from the ruined cave.

How beautiful it had been when they entered. Marble columns reaching into the darkness of the ceiling. Spiralling blue lights from crystals lighting every plane with sharp lights and shadows. Carvings and a small pedestal at the end. Where Severus had been when it had all shattered like glass and rained stone down upon his friend. The only reason he had not been in there was because Severus had forbidden him from entering the cave. Always protecting everyone. How had he not seen his friend's endless sacrifices? How had no one noticed the bravery of the man before him. finally clear of the cave's entrance on the wide open plateau on the mountains edge where they had come to earlier that day. The sun kissing the tops of the trees that lay so far beneath their location. The rocky mountains making shadows around them. The beauty had struck Lucius deeply. So serene a place. He held Severus tighter and looked at the faint pale face eyes slightly open and looking up at him from where he held the man cradled to his side against his shoulder. The eyes so dark they were like endless black pits were unfocused and Lucius didn't know if he was actually aware of what was going on around him.

With a deep breath he apparated them to their destination feeling the slump of weight that indicated his friend had lost his balance somewhere during the quick trip. Lucius looked at the blood stained face quickly with worry, but saw only the closed eyes and deep furrow in the brow as he slumped almost bonelessly against him.

"Severus," he called in worry, needing to feel the other move. Needing the reassurance that Severus was still conscious. Slowly, too slowly, the eyes opened again. Obsidian orbs meeting his own. Lucius drew in a relieved breath and slowly began to guide his friend towards the meeting area. Using his cane to balance the weight against the pain in his left knee that threatened to buckle under their combined weight. He knew the extra weight of his too light friend was making his limp noticeable, but he did not care. As they walked he felt Severus take more and more of his weight on shaky legs. Though he kept his arm steady around the other's waist he was glad that Severus at least was starting to be able to hold his own weight for it would not do to show too much weakness to the Dark Lord even when so badly wounded. By the time they reached the gate that led up to the sprawling dead looking mansion that was once the Riddle home Severus was unsteadily walking on his own, Lucius kept close to his side to offer a steadying hand when the other wavered too much. He could see the drooping eyes and slightly bent posture. Thee hand cradling what must be a terribly aching head. No doubt his friend was still trying to stem the flow from the largest gash on his forehead. There were other smaller gashes through his hair. Over almost all his body as could be seen through the tares in his robes. The black hair was matted and clung to his face. So unlike the graceful Slytherin that Lucius knew so well.

In no time they were entering the 'throne' room, for once Lucius was glad that his spot in the Death Eater circle was next to Severus for he could keep a steadying hand on the other's elbow when he wavered on his feet. As they joined the circle the others went silent and all eyes moved as though drawn to the scent of blood that clung to Severus. Focusing on him. On the sight he made so wounded coming into the presence of their Lord.

"Ahhh Severus, you have returned to us," The hissing words escaped the creature that walked forwards more snake then man, more beast then human. It made Lucius's skin crawl and from the slight flinch he felt under his steadying hold he knew Severus felt the same. The dark obsidian eyes tried to focus on the man before them. "Step forward Severus," the Dark Lord hissed his voice dark with anger. Severus staggered forwards towards the Dark Lord knowing it was futile to argue. Knowing he could not afford to hesitate. His body trembled of it's own accord and Lucius watched with dread in his heart even as his face remained cold and impassive. This weakness was something Severus would hate were he more aware of his own predicament. He felt his own anger burn at his friends humiliation. As the Dark Lord indicated that Severus was to kneel before him. He watched as Severus slowly lowered himself painfully to the ground so he was kneeling before their master. His head unable to rise to meet the gaze that penetrated down with loathing evident on the creatures face.

"Have you succeeded or do you come back in shame?" The Dark Lord demanded cruelly. A shaking hand found it's way into the black robe pockets and slowly Severus withdrew it holding out a blood red stone on his palm. His arm and hand shook unsteadily as the Dark Lord bent slightly ad pulled the stone from his open hand. Shivering the hand fell down to his side. Severus could barely keep his eyes open. "Good," hissed the Dark Lord with evidently glee on his face as he cradled the stone. His cold blood red gaze turned to Lucius with a cruel smile on his face. The ghastly sight made his skin crawl and ice slide down his spine. "Take him from my sight," a short pause as if considering something particularly interesting before he continued, "deposit him where that muggle loving fool can find him. That shall be his reward for succeeding in retrieving the stone. Maybe that fool will take mercy on him and heal his wounds." There was evil laughter that followed the words and soon the others in the circle were laughing too. Lucius felt sick at those words. This was no way to reward success.

He covered his hesitation to join in the laughter with movement as he knelt by Severus's side and slowly drew him into his arms and pulled the other up turning he began the trek back out of the mansion.


	2. Chapter 2: A Discovery

**CHAPTER TWO: A Discovery**

Lucius staggered as he apparated onto the grounds near Hogwarts. Staggered as the weight of his friend settled heavily against him. He looked down at the slack face and closed eyes. Unsteady breathing shaking the thin frame. It seemed this last apparition had been too much for Severus and he had lost consciousness. Worry gnawed at his chest as he slowly lowered the still form to the ground. Was he too late? Could he save his friend? What would he do now. He knew he could not carry Severus as far as the castle. It was just too far. Lucius's hand closed firmly around the snake head of his cane and wand he glared up at the closed gate and felt the prickling of anger dance across his skin. They were so close and yet so very far away. He knew for certain he'd not get through that gate even as one of the Governors. No Dumbledore was far to skilled to allow anyone into the school that was not expressly suppose to be there. Anger coloured his eyes as he pulled out the wand and flicked it upwards knowing that at least someone would be looking out into the darkness after all Severus had left earlier to go on his mission. Surely his absence was noticed by now. The red sparks flew high into the air where they danced for a long moment before slowly vanishing. Replacing the wand where it always rested Lucius let himself down slowly until he was kneeling besides his friend. Fingers trailed down over the cold skin of his cheek pushing away the mattered black hair. How he hated this. How he hated watching the slow breathing and not knowing if the other would wake. Was he too damage to survive?

He heard it then barely a full minute after he'd sent up his flare the quick ruffle of fabric on stone. The quick steps that resounded and broke the silence. His eyes rose from his friend to gaze at the gate as none other then Dumbledore walked forwards right through the metal without so much as a single pause. Following close to his heels was Minerva McGonagall and Hagrid barely a step behind the Headmaster. So they had come no doubt wondering if this was an attack. So be it. Lucius did not speak as he watched the Headmasters blue eyes.

"Lucius what brings you to Hogwarts at such an hour," Albus said in his soft voice. His eyes no doubt missing the still form until Minerva gasped having caught sight of Severus and before Lucius could even utter a word her soft cry did it for him.

"Severus!" the woman's words was pained and filled with sadness as she rushed forwards falling down next to him. Her hand gently touching the blood stained face. "What has happened?" She asked of Lucius with cold piercing eyes filled with anger and worry.

"I will explain, but he needs to be seen to first. Take him and I will explain," Lucius said smoothly not allowing his own panic or worry to tinge his cold voice. Drawing himself up off the ground to stand tall. His robes cleaned instantly with a quick nonverbal wandless spell. He looked every inch the aristocrat he was as he faced Albus.

Albus for his part let his gaze take in the still form before he nodded to Minerva and Hagrid stepped forwards to gingerly lift the man from the ground. The two swiftly vanished towards the castle while Lucius focused his gaze on Albus's dancing eyes. That damnable twinkling making him want to lash out at the man. Albus always had that damnable gleaming in his eyes that seemed as if he knew what everyone was thinking before they could think it themselves. How aggravating.

"Why are you here Lucius?" Albus asks again this time his voice is harder, but it does not match that twinkle in his eyes. Lucius cannot help the scowl that covers his otherwise aristocratic features.

"I came to insure that Severus survived this night," Lucius states simply in a cold detached voice. His words reflecting decorum and an aloofness he did not feel. He felt fear gripping his heart at the thought of his friends death. That was his greatest fear. Now that he had grown to know Severus so closely he feared loosing that connection and it deeply frightened him.

"There is more then what you say to this, but perhaps a quieter and calmer location for this discussion is in order," Albus says almost to himself. Lucius wonders if the man is a doddering old fool or merely hiding that razor sharp intellect he knows lies behind the crazy robes and twinkling eyes. There has to be a reason the Dark Lord fears Albus so. A pause before the elder male continues, "Will you join me for tea Lucius?"

"After you," Lucius replies with a dismissive wave of his hand towards the gate. What is the old man playing at he has to wonder. An invitation to tea seems so odd in this instant. Albus settled a firm hand over his shoulder and begins to lead him through the still closed gate. He does not hesitate as he matches the elder man's steps.

"Just a precaution, one cannot be too careful now a days," Albus says absently as they cross the gate and he lets his arm fall away from Lucius's shoulder. Lucius just nods. No reason to respond to that and silently the two make their way up to the school. The soft summer wind hitting cold skin. Lucius did not realize how cold he had felt until that warm wind began to warm him. Was it possible that he had actually been afraid for himself and his family as well? No surely not. The Dark Lord had sent him here, there was no way he could turn to his family now? He wouldn't? The worry gnawed at his stomach and he couldn't suppress the shiver that danced across his flesh. He would have to be quick here. He needed to get home to insure his family was safe. Once he knew Severus was safe, once this abysmal tea was taken care of. He knew that Albus had questions. He knew he would need to answer them, but for now he was worried about other things.

Their trek up to the Headmasters office was quick. He regarded the paintings behind the old man and couldn't help but wonder if any of those would tell his secrets. They had not revealed Severus's thus far, Lucius was certain of that, but perhaps this risk was one too many. Doubt clouded his mind as he settled in the offered seat across from the headmaster accepting the cup a moment later as it was handed to him. Black just like he liked his tea. He leaned back resting his legs and sore muscles from the excursion tonight.

"Why did you bring Severus here Lucius?" Albus asked, no doubt knowing that Lucius wished to be done this meeting as soon as possible.

"I vowed to keep him safe," was the simple and true answer. Albus seemed taken aback that he would be so open and honest here. Lucius let a cold smile grace his features. Proud that he had managed to surprise the old man.

"How far does that vow extend?" Curiosity tinged the words and Lucius knew the true question Albus asked. Was he going to betray Severus to the Dark Lord.

"I will not become a spy like Severus clearly has, but nor am I loyal as I once was," Lucius admitted with cold truthful words. He didn't know why he was trusting Albus outside of Severus evidently trusted this man, that would be enough for now.

"I would not ask you to spy for me," Albus states, and it is the truth. Lucius meets those blue eyes and knows why instantly. It is to protect Draco. That much is evident. Somehow that surprises Lucius on a level he didn't know he could be taken aback. The man continues, "but I would ask that you watch over Severus, it is clear he needs someone within the ranks to protect him when I cannot." Albus admitted the words and this meeting became all too surreal for Lucius. This wasn't what he had expected. There was too much care in those words. Worry. Could what Severus had hinted at be true then? Could Albus be the reason he had escaped his father's wrath in his sixth year? Could that really be the truth? If so why had Severus still remained dark. Why hadn't he drawn away from the dark earlier? Lucius didn't know, but one day he would find out.

"That is my intention," Lucius replied, "I have been here too long already. I must be on my way, might I check that he is in good hands before I leave?" Lucius inquired softly as he rose to his full height. His tea only half finished the cup coming to rest on it's saucer on the desk that separated them.

"Of course," Albus replied rising and with a wave of his hand indicating that he would take him. The two fell into silence again as they walked down through the office and silent hallways as the clock chimed midnight. They reached the Hospital Wing with quick steps and a comfortable silence settling over them. As the doors were pushed open Lucius was quick to notice that Severus was not in the main section. For a moment worry marked his brow as he hesitated until he realized that Albus was headed towards the back door where a few private rooms were located. A sigh of relief almost escaped his lips as he quickly made his way towards the door which Albus held open for him. A few strides into the room and he found the open door to Severus's room. He lay still in the bed with two witches by his side. Satisfied Lucius nodded and turned to leave.

* * *

><p>Severus slowly began to wake up. Blinking at the harsh light that seemed to be coming from all around him. His head was aching horribly, but the rest of the pain seemed to be dim compared to what he had felt upon waking. However, his thoughts were still fuzzy and he could barely remember what had happened to land him here. It took all his strength, but he slowly managed to rise until he was sitting leaning back against the wall and headboard of the bed he was in. The hospital wing then. He blinked the blurriness from his eyes as he looked around finally finding the figure by the bed who was seemingly lost in thought as those blue eyes gazed out towards the far wall not even having noticed how Severus was awake and sitting up. A smirk curved his lips before he let himself rest against the wall. His eyes closing once more as he tried to piece together what exactly had happened.<p>

"Severus, you're awake," came a bright female voice and he cringed at the jovial tone. Poppy no doubt and he was not in the mood to be coddled right now. He opened his eyes and gave her one of his glowers that if his head had not been so horribly painful would have been one of his more scathing looks.

"So it would seem," he replied darkly. Sarcasm dripping from the words.

"I see your attitude hasn't suffered any," Poppy noted wryly clearly amused at his dark mood. How he hated that she could just ignore what make others afraid of getting on his dark side. How he wished his scathing glowers and sneers of derision would sink into her and make her leave him to his own devices. If only. Albus seemed to come back to himself during this exchange and his eyes found the black obsidian orbs.

"It is good to see you awake, my boy," Albus said also too jovially for Severus's pain darkened mood.

"What happened?" He asked, trying to divert the conversation to something besides being fussed over like he knew Poppy longed to do. Glaring at her, daring her to say anything about his current position.

"A good question, my boy, one I was going to ask you," Albus began with a bright twinkling eyed smile that set Severus to glaring even harder at the man. "However, I take it that you mean how you ended up here. Well it seems that you got into a spot of trouble, my boy, and Lucius was kind enough to bring you here."

Those words made his breath catch as his glare turned into a scowl. Lucius. Lucius had found him. Like this. The memories began to flood back in quick succession of confusion. The Dark Lord had the stone. No the Dark Lord had the fake stone. He still had the stone. Lucius had been worried. Lucius had brought him here. Lucius had saved him. Did that mean he could trust Lucius fully? He didn't know, but he felt afraid that his secret alliance that was so condemning to the Dark Lord's cause would be exposed. No surely Lucius wouldn't do that to him. Not after... He couldn't think of that so he forced himself to ask his next question.

"Where is Lucius now?" Severus asked his voice just as cold, but his eyes were filled with fear and doubt.

"Home," Albus answered simply. "Safe," he added at the silent pleading in the black eyes. There was a long pause before Albus asked the question that was prevalent in his mind. "Did you get the stone?"

"Yes," Severus stated simply his hands slowly reaching into his pockets pulling out the blood stained red stone he had retrieved and almost lost his life to obtain. He looked into the blood red depths for a long moment before he held it out towards Dumbledore. Albus gave him a gentle smile and gently took the stone from him.

"You have done good, my boy, rest now you can tell me what happened when you are healed," Albus said gently guiding the suddenly exhausted man down into his bed. Severus would have protested the treatment, but truth was he was exhausted and desiring nothing more then a night of rest and sleep. His eyes ached from the light and his head was far too painful to be conductive to speaking much less thinking clearly. He did not even know if it was day or night, but as soon as he was lying down once more his eyes closed slowly and sleep took him into the warm darkness.


	3. Chapter 3: Unwanted Responsibilities

**CHAPTER THREE: Unwanted Responsibilities**

It had been a few long weeks of absolute silence that found Severus leaning back in the plush armchair of his grand library in his home at Spinners End. A place he had hated in his childhood, a place that still held too many memories if he allowed those to surface, but since it had become his after his father's all too bloody end he had made it entirely different to what the house had been when he was younger. Of course now he owned many more properties to this one and used this one only as his formal residence keeping his more lucrative mansions secret and hidden even from those he trusted most. His secret shelter away from all of this. The house at Spinners End was really more of a giant library with hardly a room without shelves lined with heavy tombs collected over a lifetime. Or several if one were honest these books were not all collected by Severus. Many had belonged to his mother before him hidden away in the attic only to be discovered by a young man hiding amongst the spiders and cobwebs of the attic to avoid the painful reunions with his father. His eyes darted about the page relaxed and absorbing information as he had been so well known for doing in the dark corners of the common room when he was at Hogwarts in his younger days. Always found with his nose pressed into a book. Learning. Today he was reading a particularly engrossing book on ancient potions that were long forgotten hopping to find some new research to take his mind off what had so recently transpired. That he had yet to be called before the Dark Lord once more was more troubling then the fact Lucius had not spoken to him since that night. For that matter it was these very worries that had led him to seek out Spinners End as his home away from Hogwarts as the holidays drew to a close.

He was just about to contemplate calling one of his House Elves to prepare him dinner when he heard the charm he had around his Floo sound announcing that someone was requesting his presence. Evidently one of the few who held the passcode to enter. That meant either Lucius or Albus. He rose to his feet and headed down the too tight narrow stairway to the hidden door and pressed his palm upon the wood at the back of the antique bookcase causing it to push open and reveal his sitting room the only room visible from the main entrance to the two story home. He made his way towards the glowing green fire and looked down into the face of Albus.

"My boy, you are indeed here, mind if I come thought?" Albus said cheerfully and Severus scowled. How could the old man think he had not been here when he had specifically told him he would be here was beyond Severus. He simply nodded and waited for the older man to step through it did not take long. He indicated the two chairs on either side of the fireplace. The walls like every other room was lined with priceless books even the tables were stacked precariously with books. To say that Severus had too many books would be an understatement, but if you were to ask him he would tell you that one could never have too many books. He settled into his chair regarding Albus as the older man dusted himself and settled into the chair. His rich lavender robes garishly bright in the dark tones of ebony and black furniture that occupied the room.

"Firewhisky?" Severus inquired indicating the decanter and tumblers set on a silver trail above the fireplace on the mantle.

"No, thank you, I will take tea if you have it?" Albus asked instead. Severus merely nodded and rose from his seat heading to yet another hidden passage behind another bookcase down a few steps and into the kitchen. He could have called a house elf, but he preferred to make the tea himself. Sometimes even when he had the creatures at his beck and call he couldn't be bothered with ordering them about he simply wanted the pleasure of cooking for himself. He did after all enjoy cooking not that he would readily admit that to anyone after all he had his pride and Lucius had taught him how a proper Lord was to act. Oh how he loathed those lessons. They had however deepened his friendship with Narcissa which he was grateful for. She was after all a very beautiful woman underneath the cold and haughty exterior. Something to think on later. Severus slowly took the kettle and lit the wood beneath the stove. Going over to the sink as the fire took and heated he filled the kettle with water not having noticed the door opening until he heardd the familiar pop and felt the air stir. Kettle still in hand he whirled wand held ready having slipped from his sleeve into his hand almost unconsciously. It was only Albus watching with curious eyes. He slid his wand back into it's holster and returned to his task. Finishing filling the kettle he walked over to the stove pleased to note the fire was burning bright and steady he set the kettle upon it and walked over to one of his many cupboards and slowly pulling it open. Revealing an almost insanely neat and organized space that would make the best obsessive proud. He quickly glanced at the neat labels on the glass containers not unlike the ones he kept his potion ingredients in pulling out the one he wanted. His neat and tight script written on the white label revealing the ingredients within the tea mix only in their full plant name since he wouldn't have dared label them any other way even though this was just a common tea mix he could not shake the potion master's habit.

He set the glass jar down and took out two cups before he opened the jar and let the fragrant aroma of the crushed dried leaves waft through the small space. Albus watched him all the while as Severus delicately measured out exact amounts of the mix into each cup. It always fascinated the older man just how precise and disciplined the other was when he touched ingredients weather they be something as simple as tea or as complex as a potion. There was an air of pleasure mixed with deliberation and precision to his every fluid movement. A slight furrow of concentration creased his brow and a window into the otherwise stern and cold man. It was these very characteristics that had marked the other as the youngest potions master of the century. Something Severus held with pride. Finished he put the lid back on the jar carefully making sure it was perfectly placed before returning it to it's exact spot on the shelf. By this time the water was almost boiling and it wouldn't be a long wait. Silence filled the room, but it was a comfortable silence. Albus always enjoyed these small peaceful moments knowing how rare they were for the other.

When the water had finally boiled he took the kettle and poured the water into each cup before setting the kettle and remaining water to cool off to the side before extinguishing the fire and taking hold of one of the cups handing it to Albus before taking his own and with a quick wave of his hand indicating they should return to the sitting room. Severus settled in his chair once more letting his legs stretch out as he held his cup in his hands letting the warmth warm his cool skin. Albus had also settled himself, but he had found a single clear space on the table to settle his cup while a tray of sugar and cream appeared in the air before him. Smiling brightly the elder wizard slowly put the three lumps of sugar into his tea to which Severus frowned severely before he poured a small measure of cream. Severus took his black preferring the rich flavour of the spices that his own home grown herbs always held. As soon as Albus finished the tray vanished and Albus raised his cup to his lips tasting what must be an awfully sweat tea and Severus shivered again revolted at the very concept.

Albus's gaze refocused onto Severus and for a long moment they sat in silence drinking tea and meeting each other's gaze. Silently contemplating this meeting. Severus knew what it was about. Minerva had cornered him not so long ago about this and he had managed to dodger her pestering and retreat here. Glad for the silence he had known it was only a matter of time before he was contacted again this time he knew it would be Albus, a man he could not so easily brush away. He couldn't help the sigh that escaped his lips.

"I know why your here," he said before Albus could start some warble about some inane topic he did not desire to be lectured on. Having no patience for this conversation to begin with.

"Then you know what I am going to ask," Albus stated. Severus just glared intently at him. A heated glance that should have frozen the other man's words, but it had no affect what so ever on Albus who just smiled knowingly, "are you going to make this easy?" he asked finally the rest of the statement was clear; or are you going to make it hard.

"I am not going," he stated simply refusing to be bothered with a long winded discussion that would end in the same thing. He was adamant and his voice was rigid and cold. There was not a hint of sarcasm he was simply beyond that at this point. His voice held nothing but cold barely contained anger.

"Severus be reasonable," Albus said patiently and the dark eyed man before him narrowed his gaze dangerously.

"I am being quite reasonable. I am not going near that child!" his words were dark and angry. Coloured with a past hatred that Albus knew the source of and felt the sting of his words. He knew why Severus was so angry. Knew why this was being such a problem when sending him to the Dark Lord to spy was not. Severus was remembering the Mauranders and more specifically his nemesis James Potter. Albus would always regret how he had turned a blind eye to the young man before him and the suffering he had endured both from their torment and bullying and his own father's abuse. How he would always hate that he had not ended any of it sooner. It was however, too little too late as they say, but there was something wrong in the Dursley household Albus just knew it. If what Hagrid had reported was indeed the case then Severus was the best person to see beyond a shadow of a doubt what was really happening there. The man knew the signs better then anyone and Albus was worried he had left the small child with a family who had treated him about as good as Severus's own father had. Something that did not sit well with the old man.

"Severus," Albus began and for once Severus felt dread at the man's next words. He had seen the twinkling die in Albus's eyes and the hard cold edge filter into those blue eyes and he knew, this was not going to end well for him. "I merely ask that you escort him to the station and onto the train. Take a look at him Severus. Insure he is indeed the spoiled child you assume he is. That's all I ask." Albus hated how he was using Severus's own words against him, but he needed the man to do this. Severus glared at him.

"If I agree you will never speak of this again?" Severus stated bluntly. Cold. Dispassionate. Annoyed. Close to that unbreakable anger that Albus knew well to avoid.

"Yes," Albus replied truthfully. If Severus found nothing wrong then he would let the matter rest. Severus thought this through for a long moment before he nodded sourly his face scowling angrily at Albus who smiled warmly, "thank you, my boy." He finished rising and Severus glared intently at him, "I shall take my leave now dear boy," Albus stated setting his empty cup down. Severus finished his tea rising without another word. He picked up the ornate box he kept his Floo powder in off the mantle and held it open for Albus waiting for the other to depart. His anger barely controlled as it was he did not speak. Neither did Albus as he took a handful of powder and threw it into the fireplace calling for his own office in Hogwarts before quickly departing leaving an angry and scowling Potions Master glaring a whole into back of the now empty fireplace.

Low grumbles emanated from the dark eyed man as he turned swiftly on his heels and stormed off up into his library seeking the peace he had craved and found only moments before Albus had come into his home making him do what he had adamantly refused so many times over the last two weeks. Now his anger threatened to boil over as he paced angrily in the library book forgotten after only a few aimless moments of attempted reading. He had not succeeded in settling his mind enough to absorb himself into the words on the pages. He let the book fall back on the chair forgotten and paced. He needed to brew. The calming meticulous and structured work would calm him and with that thought he descended down the winding stairways behind yet another bookcase into the very subbasement where his potions lab was here. The same dark dungeon like feel as his private lab in Hogwarts with the same neatly organized shelves holding only the best ingredients most of them meticulously grown, cultivated and harvested by his own hands. Severus let the small smirk curve his lips as he drew down the recipe for a few simple pain relieving potions he set to work on stocking up his personal store and the Infirmary at Hogwarts.
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**CHAPTER FOUR: Uncertain Unsettling Unknowns. **

September first came far too soon for Severus and he was left distinctly grumpy at being awake at the ungodly hour of two am. He had been dreaming of a long ago day this exact day actually when he had been a young child just about to go to Hogwarts. His send off had been anything but pleasant and he could still to this day feel the bruises on his ribs and the sprain to his wrist that had resulted from the beating his father had decided was a fitting send off to remind him what would happen to his mother if he wasn't careful. Severus shivered in the too early hour and sat up unnerved by his own thoughts. Why this year he felt the need to relive these memories he had no idea. He figured it was because of the fear and belief Minerva had that the Potter brat was being mistreated by his aunt and uncle. Something that wouldn't surprise Severus of Petunia from when he'd known that woman from his own childhood. However, her own flesh and blood that he had a hard time believing after all the boy was the famous Harry Potter not like she'd want it broadcast to the whole world what a horrible being she was. No she'd want the fame as much as the spoiled child. His thoughts dark and only getting darker Severus knew he had to quiet his mind before his temper got the better of him. Sleep was not an option now so he rose from the bed and slowly went to shower.

A long hot shower later and he was dressed in his black teaching robes with his thick over-robes that gave him his fated reputation as 'overgrown bat of the dungeon', the 'greasy git' reputation was simply the result of countless hours spent in a potion lab. So few realized the physical cost to being brilliant at potions. All the fumes that clung to him. The residues of ingredients that changed his very scent. He let a small smirk curve his features at the sudden change in his thoughts. He always did love his reputation. That feared by all except his precious Slytherins. Even they dare not cross him. His presence enough to instil quiet in a classroom. His soft dangerous tones enough to insure he captured their wavering attention. As much as he hated most of the children and never wanted one of the squalid creatures as his own he did enjoy the art of teaching. He was so deeply passionate of his subject. Yes, he was amazing with his wand and spells and could do wonders with them too, it was the subtle and silent arts of potions that truly owned his blackened heart.

Gazing at his appearance in the glass pleased that the black accented his black eyes and the pallor of his skin had not darkened by the length of time he'd spent in the sun over the summer caring for his numerous greenhouses and gardens. How he had loved the quiet of all his various gardens. The quiet herbology required for the growth and care of his precious ingredients. Truly plants were far better company then people.

Severus scoffed at his own meandering thoughts and wandered over to the small door that opened from his bedroom into the grand library. Finding the book he had almost finished reading and the project outline he had begun those few weeks ago he settled down in his chair satisfied that it would be a fitting way to spend the last hours. He would read the remainder of the book as the house elves made him a grand breakfast before he returned to Hogwarts. They were always so damn sentimental when he left it was atrocious. He couldn't however bring himself to make his displeasure known as he did not desire to see them punish themselves for no reason. He was after all simply uncomfortable with their displays of sentimentality that he refused to allow himself to feel.

Pulling the book open at the marked page he settled in to finish the final chapter. In a few hours time he was done reading and finishing up breakfast having packed a few other books and his notes which completed the last of his research project, his lesson plans and a few extra curricular teaching lessons in case any should show him this year that they were worthy of his private tutelage and time. He was sitting in the sitting room with a cup of tea as he looked up at the clock and noticed it was only five am. Well maybe the boy would be awake this early after all he was quite set on getting to Hogwarts on time after all he had to settle his chambers one final time to insure they were perfect for when classes started. Rising he set the cup down and looked about one final time.

"Aster," he called darkly. Letting a little too much of his emotions bleed into his cold tone. The Elf appeared before him bowing low looking frightened by his tone. He let the anger bleed away and quieted his next words, "thank you for a splendid breakfast and a most wonderful stay these last few weeks. I am departing for Hogwarts today, I will not be due to return until christmas break. Please make sure that you take time to enjoy your much earned vacation." The elf bowed very low glowing with pride at his words and without waiting for an answer knowing his elves rarely did answer as he preferred them not to and they all knew it. He took his three trunks and shrunk them settling them along with the few precious bottles of potions in his pockets and headed out locking the door behind him. He walked down the deserted street towards the woods near the playground where he had played with Lily as a child before he apparated to the closest location to number 4 Private Drive he knew and swiftly made his way through the streets completely heedless that he was dressed in his teaching robes and not in muggle clothing. Of course it was still too dark out for anyone to see the nearly black spectre walking with a black cloak and hood drawn up concealing his pale face down the street. A half smile curving his lips at the shock he would be to the muggles in the house he was headed for. He had heard rumours they hated anything out of the ordinary and he was quite odd. A deep perverted pleasure at this made the smirk upon his lips blossom and he looked almost deadly. Oh what a sight he would be.

He was on their front porch before he knew it and his hand had risen to sharply rap on the door. A disgruntled noise could be heard from upstairs and he rapped hard against the door one more time. Punctuating the sound with the sharp rap of knuckle against wood. Letting the wood feel how he did not wish to be here.

"Alright no need to break the door I'm coming!" A male voice hollered from inside punctuated by a sharp, "get breakfast started boy!" in a distinctly disgruntled and angry tone. Clearly this man was not a morning person. Good neither was he. The door was wrenched open and the too large man looked up into the black obsidian eyes and fear became the evident emotion covering the horrid face of the muggle before him as he took a step back. Severus just glared at the man.

"It is polite to invite company inside," Severus stated sarcastically as he walked uninvited into the man's home and closed the door clearly the man was left spluttering with no words to say. Good Severus was in no mood for discussing anything with this muggle. "Where is Harry Potter," He demanding waisting no more time in his demands.

"Ki-kitchen," the large man stuttered. A loud banging from the stairs drew the dark obsidian eyes and a large fat child with a pigs tail screamed and ran back upstairs to which Severus smirked. Clearly someone had decided the boy needed to be taught a lesson, he wondered if it was the Potter child, no the magic he had sense slightly did not have the correct irregularities of accidental magic. He had felt this particular strange signature before. Hagrid then. Interesting. Not bothering to care what had happened there he walked into the kitchen and froze at the sight. A far too thin eleven year old boy was struggling to cook breakfast in clothing that was clearly way too large for him.

"Potter!" Severus thundered and to his complete horror his voice was enough to cause the child to scream and drop the pan he had just been picking up. Bacon and grease plashed everywhere and the child screamed again in pain before standing stock still in his mess while the sound of clattering iron resonated through the room. The child stared at him with fear marking his every feature and his eyes far too big. Breathing far to fast. Something was not right here. He had always had the effect of scaring students, but the level of terror he saw in that face and in those green eyes was something entirely too well known. A woman's sharp shrieks pierced the silence that had fallen and he turned with a murderous expression to face an angry Petunia who was screaming about the boy being a freak and making a mess of her precious kitchen and waisting their Duddykins food. Severus narrowed hate filled eyes on the sister to the one woman who haunted his every thought. Always so close to the centre of his thoughts. The same green eyes that had been filed with fear facing him a moment ago had been on his Lily's beautiful face and they had gone straight to his heart. There in that baggy clothing and fearful expression with those green eyes he did not see his nemesis Potter, but he saw a small scared child who had suffered at the hands of those who should love him. How much had that child suffered? Why were there bruises on the thin exposed shoulder and the side of his face?

"ENOUGH!" He all but shouted in a voice so laced with venom and cold that the woman before him cowered away and fell instantly silence. Her mouth snapping shut. "Now," Severus said in barely controlled rage into the silence, "I am here to collet Potter, I presume even Muggles such as yourselves are aware that he is to attend Hogwarts?" He said the words with a vicious sneer towards the woman. She backed up and couldn't seem to speak. Satisfied that he had cowed her he turned to the frightened child who had backed up into a corner his eyes darting about looking no doubt for a place to hide of run. "It's alright child I won't hurt you," Severus said gentling his tone into the soft voice he used with his Snakes when he discovered that they were being harmed. "I am just here to take you to school. I am Professor Snape, I will be your Potions Professor at Hogwarts, now come child so I can see to your burns."

He held out his hand gently towards the frightened boy who seemed to have calmed down significantly at his reassurance, how odd. He wondered if this had to do with Hagrid's earlier visit. No matter. He did not have to wait long before a timid boy walked up to him not meeting his gave, but not pulling away either. As he gently took the child's hand he was even more disturbed by the sudden flinch of the child at the simples of touch. He, Severus Snape, hated physical contact with a passion and made that fact abundantly known, but he did not flinch away like this child when touched. No this was something entirely different. This spoke of the fear that lay in that child. It worried him. He pulled back the greasy sleeves to expose the scars on his arms that indicated previous wounds. What would scar a child so? One so young should not have these layers of scars. He was all too aware of his own scars in that moment, from his father. His eyes narrowed as he slowly took out the burn slave from his pocket and gently applied in to his hands and arms where the grease had splattered when it had been dropped in fear. Finished with both hands he replaced the jar in his pocket and gently lifted the child's chin so that he was eye to eye with the boy.

"Do you have any other clothing?" He inquired. The child shook his head and Severus was left frowning in annoyance. This wouldn't do. "Alright, is your trunk packed and ready to go?" A nod. "Good show me where it is so I might shrink it, it seems we must make a quick trip to muggle London before we are to board the train. I cannot have you dressed like this for your first trip to Hogwarts now can I." Severus stated simply releasing the child and stepping back. The boy took one quick terrified look at the black clad man not daring to speak what was evidently on his mind. Severus knew what worried the child, but only smirked, a truly terrifying expression on the cold face as he faced Petunia and saw the fear in her features. Good his presence was intimidating them into silence. That is what he wanted he followed the child up the stairs to a room that clearly was not meant for him at the level of broken toys and lack of personal items. He frowned.

"Gather all that is yours, you will not be returning here," Severus doesn't know what possessed him to say the words and the boy is evidently startled, but he has seen enough. He knows these signs. The way the child flinches at every loud noises. The way he tries to hide and avoids being exposed and in the middle of a room. The way terror that should not have been there even at his particularly startling presence had manifested itself at his snapping call. The way the boy had reacted to his aunts yelling, he had seen enough. He would not leave Lily's child here. The child simply stared at him gaping.

"Wh-what?" He asked clearly frightened. Severus sighed and prayed for patience as he was not well known to have it outside of the potion lab.

"It is clear that you are not being fairly treated here Potter I am not going to allow you to remain here now that you are to begin Hogwarts a suitable home will be found for you," was all Severus replied and it was enough the boy gulped audibly and began to gather only one other item from the room which he quickly slipped into his trunk and then proceeded to grab the owl cage in his hands looking positively terrified and vulnerable. Severus waved his wand shrunk the trunk bending he picked it up and slid it into another pocket before turning to the child with a flick of his wand he transfigured the clothing the boy wore into something a little more appropriate and fitting of the child. A simple grey long sleeve t-shirt and jeans. He then flicked his wand to himself and transfigured his robes into black jeans and a black t-shirt and long black seater. Good. That would do. One last smirk at the awe struck child gazing at the clothing that suddenly fit him and he indicated it was time to go. The child quickly grabbed his hand which startled Severus almost to the point of being silent. His face showed his sudden shock as he went absolutely still as he always did at physical contact and he saw the fear on the boy's face.

"I-I'm sorry," the child stuttered quickly dropping his hand and backing away. Severus had to take a long breath before he knelt before the child and gently placed two hands on the child's shoulders ignoring the flinch.

"It's fine child, I was not expecting it that is all," Severus reassure the boy in that same strange soft voice that seemed so odd for the cold man. He rose and held out his hand to the child who gave him a scared little smile before taking his hand and they were off. He took the cage from the child's hand noting how big it was when cradled in only one uncertain hand. He carried it easily from the handle at the top the owl seemed content to hoot happily at him before settling down preening. This done Severus led the child downstairs and without a single word spoken quickly existed the house. Once outside and a little ways down the street he made sure they were not observed before he flicked his wand conjuring a patronus with a simple message for Albus before he looked to the child.

"I suppose we should call a cab to take us to a department store in London, I don't beleive you know what Apparrition is do you child?" Severus asked the child shook his head and Severus nodded. He would not do that to the child today then. "Do you know where there would be a phone we could use?" He inquired of the child who pointed to the end of the street where a convenience store sat. Satisfied Severus began leading the child there. All in all Severus seemed to handle the muggle world well and managed to get them into a cab and driving down towards Muggle London. Glad that he had remembered to exchange some of his gold into muggle money Severus leaned back to enjoy the ride.

It did not take overly long before they reached the store he had wanted to go to and they were getting out. He led the boy into the store noting how the child looked around, but asked for nothing. Severus sighed. He knew this behaviour all too well. It made his chest ache with half remembered memory. Stopping he turned to the boy and met his gaze. Having cast a notice me not charm on the owl they were completely ignored.

He knelt before the child and asked softly, "what clothing do you own?"

"My robes, all the stuff for school," he stated softly and Severus heard the words that were not spoke. Nodding he looked at the boy being a fairly observant person he figured the boy's probable size and headed down the isles gathering sets of t-shirts, sweaters, jeans and trousers, underwear and socks. Satisfied he was beginning to head towards the register when he noticed the child's eyes drift towards the stuffed animals on display and instead led the boy that way. The child just stood ram rod stiff next to him and that perturbed him more. He gazed at the child wondering what toy the boy would like. It was evident from his downcast gaze and stiff posture that asking the child would get him no where. All throughout the shopping so far Severus had been loosing patience with the child's lack of response and been fighting to keep his temper under control. With a deep sigh he looked at the shelves and spotted a rather lovely red snake. Smirking he grabbed the plushy and handed it to the child beside him who stared at him in absolute shock.

"That isn't necesa-" the boy began. Severus simply held up a hand.

"Enough, yes it is now come on," Severus said rather out of patience. He gently pushed the boy towards the cash to get him moving the child was looking at him slack jawed and confused by the deep scowl on his face, but the tone of his voice had been gentle and soft. He knew the child no doubt had zero idea how to react to him. No matter. He stopped at the cash and paid for the items. The way the child was clinging the toy tight to his chest as though he was afraid it would be removed Severus knew better then to even suggest he hand the toy over to the woman at the cash so instead he simply lifted the child and held him as the woman scanned the tag before he set the child back on his startled feat. He had picked up two sets of shoes for the child that were being placed in the bag. He stopped the woman and asked her to remove the tags on the one pair and had Harry sit and put them on while he paid for everything. The child did not even argue with the demand from his teacher. So different was this child then what he had expected that Severus had no idea what to make of the boy before him.

Satisfied he headed out to the alleyway with the child after calling another cab to take them to Kings Cross station only this time Severus took out the boy's trunk and unshrunk it placing the bags of purchases inside before closing and latching the lid. He placed a silent feather light charm on the trunk lifted it up and carried it out of the alley setting it back on the ground and removing the charm as he rose to his full height. A moment later the cab arrived they got the trunk into the boot and settled back into the back for the drive to Kings Cross the child clinging to his toy tightly and sitting still as stone next to Severus, too quiet and too still for one so young. How odd. He felt burning anger inside of him at looking over at the eleven year old child beside him. A child who should have been loved and doted upon. A child everyone knew his name, who was famous because he had survived the killing curse. He had known the child didn't know anything of their world, but to see the child so attached to a single toy as if it was the first he'd ever had broke his heart and Severus was not even sure he had had a heart left to break.

Sickened he had to keep from contemplating just what the child would have had to suffer to become so still and unnaturally quiet for one so young. He did not want to know. Not yet anyways. His temper was already frayed it wouldn't do to expose it to something that would only make him explode. Not around this particular child.

They arrived at Kings Cross and Severus was pleased when the cabby got them a trolley and helped him lift the child's trunk onto it. Pushing the trolley once again holding the child's hand he quickly made his way towards the platform Harry staring in awe around him as he led the way. The boy holding his hand. The child stopped dead in his track as he began to head straight towards the barrier between platform nine and ten. He stopped when he felt the pressure on his arm. He turned to look at the terror on the child's face. He knelt before the boy.

"It's going to be ok. We are going to go straight at the barrier and it will open for us. You have nothing to be scared of," Severus said softly. The boy looked at him hugging the stuffed toy closer to himself as he starred in fear at Severus. "Do you want me to carry you?" Severus offered. Not only was he quite irritated at the delay knowing they were nearing being late, but he was also at a loss for what to do with the child. He had to get him on the train. At the boy's faint nod Severus took him up into his arms settled him on his hip and pushed the cart forwards with one hand as the boy buried his head into his shoulder. They were through quickly and he set the child down as soon as they had cleared the barrier. Awed eyes scanned the room around them and with a flick of his wand Severus transfigured his robes back into their normal appearance before he took the child's hand in his and started heading towards the train. Gathering the child up he set him on the train and took the trunk after a quick feather light spell was applied. He led the boy to the nearest open compartment stored his trunk instructed him to change into his robes as soon as possible received an owed nod and a mumbled thank you. He left the child there settling into the compartment quickly removing his robes from his trunk before he left the train. He was please to note that the child was removing his new clothing to change into as well as the spell that had transfigured his clothing wouldn't last long. The child settled Severus returned to the platform. Spotting Lucius who was standing beside Narcissa who was tearfully waving good-bye to her son who was running up to his friends. Severus paused catching the curious glance from Lucius he headed over towards his friend.

* * *

><p><strong>Authors Note:<strong> As I have stated at the beginning this story is AU. However, as you've no doubt noted I'm referring to things that happen in the actual book. Yes a part of where this story begins is going to intertwine with the story itself. I am deliberately skipping over these things and hinting to them having happened (as reference the last chapter held a reference to when Harry received his letter from Hagrid. However, how he gets to King Cross station is completely different as you've seen here. As parts of this are going to be like the book they will be skipped (I do not believe in copying what has already been published by such an amazing author, but am weaving this story around another plot. Therefore I feel no need to re-write these sections which are in the book and are not centric to this story.) Sorry to all those this offends or annoy, this is not my goal.

**Thank you:** To all those who have added this story to their lists and continue to read it. This means a great deal to me that you are enjoying my writing. I am grateful for this and thank you deeply for your support. I hope you keep enjoying this story and hope that I will have many more chapters coming up for you to keep enjoying it without much delay between the chapters. I will admit that the first four chapters have come up very fast and for that I am grateful, however due to RL I do not always have the time to write as much as today and even though I will make it my goal to keep this story moving forwards at a reasonable speed I will apologize in advance for delays in posting chapters that may arise.
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**CHAPTER FIVE: Knowledge and Power**

Severus silently walked up to the Malfoys until he stood next to Narcissa who did not appear to see him until Lucius spoke. Then she turned her gaze to meet his briefly nodding before returning to waving good-bey to her Draco. Though it was quite evident that Draco was talking with Theodore Nott and Blaise Zabini rather then looking at his mother.

"Severus," Lucius said as way of greeting offering a smile to the younger male. Severus nodded respectfully pulled out his wand and with a quick nonverbal spell set up the privacy wards around them.

"Please remain within the boundaries of the spell that we may speak openly," Severus stated as he would in class, his voice authoritative and quiet. His tone even and devoid of any emotion. Just like his usual cold and calculating exterior. Narcissa looked startled at his words and cast her eyes up to him again with a frown. No doubt wondering what the man could possibly have to say that required wards of all things. Lucius just chucked knowing that Severus and Paranoia went hand in hand. The man detested being overheard in private conversation even if the topic was mundane. Same old Severus, was Lucius's predominant thought, but he none the less gave an affirmative nod that he would not move beyond Severus's spell. After all that damn spell hurt when it zapped you and Lucius had no interest in feeling it's sting again. Why the man felt the need to have the spell shock anyone who drew near or drew away from the conversation circle was something Lucius hadn't figured out no doubt the wizard had his reasons. What they were however was anyone's guess.

Narcissa raised a quizzical eyebrow to him, but Lucius was the one to break the long silence that had fallen. Typical Severus, set up wards to spell privacy then fall into silence and just stand there. If Lucius didn't know better he'd assume the man was really that anti-social.

"What pray tell are you doing here?" Lucius inquired. For after all it was quite unusual for Severus to be on the platform since usually he was with the other teachers already at Hogwarts.

For a long moment Severus regarded his friend. Wondering how much to trust Lucius. He knew he owed his life to the man and the Headmaster had told him of their conversation, reassured him that Lucius was to be trusted. He had vowed to Narcissa already to watch over Draco and keep him safe. Draco would be one of his snakes of that he had no doubt at all. The only question that remained was just how solid was this friendship and how far could he afford to trust. His eyes met the platinum eyes of his friend. After Lily, Lucius had been his oldest friend. The man had practically raised him in a sense. The older brother he'd never had. Narcissa who had been a year younger then him had been the only thing that had made Sirius Black her cousin bearable for those two years after Lucius discovered the torment in his first year and Narcissa got to know him through Lucius. He owed them much, but it was the lives of not only himself but countless other people he held in his hands. If he trusted Lucius and the man betrayed him he would not be the only one to pay the cost. He would damn sure try to be, but he knew that by trusting he opened up the possibilities of betrayal. Severus was always paranoid of trusting another. In fact he never really fully trusted. Not until Albus. Now, now he was learning that he could trust fully in someone, but dare he extend that to Lucius. As those questions swam in his mind and his eyes searched his friend he could feel that Lucius knew he was seeking reassurance and the two Malfoys remained silent, watching him for long moments. Waiting for him to respond or choose to ignore the question.

Lucius knew that this moment was crucial. Somehow over the last month things had changed between them. Severus had always been distant from everyone. If you were his friend he would do anything to be there for you, but he never fully trusted anyone, always expecting betrayal and pain from everyone. Lucius understood where that stemmed from. He had tried to mitigate the damage, tried to help his friend out, but he knew that Severus could never leave because it was all that kept his mother safe and he would not do anything to jeopardize his mother. That was Severus. He would take the pain, he would take the abuse and not say a word if it meant he could keep her safe. That depth of loyalty was what had drawn Lucius to the strangely silent and withdrawn child. The fact that Severus never attacked first unless you where a known threat then he was a force to be reckoned with. Knowing all that Lucius was content to simply wait leaving his eyes an open book for the other. Knowing that Severus was seeking out some kind of clue as to weather or not Lucius could be fully trusted. Lucius hoped his friend took that final step, he wanted Severus to know he would never betray him. Lucius saw Severus as his little brother, that made him family and Malfoy look after their own. It was their motto. That extended to Severus. Though the other didn't believe that yet Lucius would prove it to him.

"The Headmaster was worried, and rightly so, about the Potter boy's ability to get to Kings Cross station," Severus said. A partial truth. Feeling out the water. Testing for a reacting. He got one. Lucius raised one eyebrow a simple statement of 'go on'. Narcissa narrowed her gaze on him. Severus's features grew dark until his expression was one of anger and barely controlled rage. A very dangerous expression to those who knew him well. One that did not bode well for the recipient of such a mood in the young potion master. Narcissa gently laid her hand on his arm. Pleased for once that instead of stiffening and glaring at the gentle contact his eyes caught hers and his expression softened, calming, though his words were no less dark and dangerous. He continued in a low and very deadly tone, "It became abundantly apparent upon arriving at the Muggle residence that the child was not being taken care of properly." A pause in the words as he clearly struggled with how to continue. Narcissa knew this side of Severus. She had seen it many times when they gathered over the Christmas break and the man talked with her about the children he had found abused in his own house. Severus was always one who kept a close eye to protect his Snakes and it was something the woman admired of him. It was also well known to her that this was one of the hardest thing for Severus to bear. Given his own past it was hardly a surprise.

Severus drew a deep breath and continued his voice growing colder with each spoken word until even Narcissa was feeling the fear creep into her heart at the very real threat of violent magic from her friend. "The child responds in fear at being called out in a barely raised voice. He flinches at the simplest of touches. The clothing he had been given was hardly fit to be used as rags! It is clear the child is malnourished, just from lifting him up to carry him through the barrier he weights nothing! When he was given a toy after I got him some decent muggle clothing he clung to it like it was the only toy he had ever received! Afraid even to let it go so I could pay for it! None of this is normal! None of this is right! What is worse is the child will not even ask or indicate what clothing he would prefer when asked directly!"

Narcissa was aghast at those words her eyes huge and small tears forming. "Those - those _Muggles_ dared to touch a wizard child!" Her voice was murderous. When she spat the word Muggle it was a curse that spoke volumes of how much she loathed them. "The poor dear," she continued softly, "what will you do Severus? Surely you cannot allow him to go back there? Surely not?!"

Severus gave her one of his truly rare smiles, "of course I would not allow it. I told the boy as much, I will make sure he is cared for properly with a home where he is treated as Lily's child deserves!" His words were strong and soft. His tone holding nothing to suggest the true depth of his feelings. Lucius's face darkened as he realized exactly what Severus was implying. He had known who the boy was, but now he understood fully why Severus was just so upset. And how dangerous this would be of a situation for them all.

"Are you considering asking for guardianship?" Lucius asked and was met with startled obsidian eyes clearly not having expected the question.

"I'm not sure," was the simple honest answer he received. He saw the fear and doubt and hesitation in his friends eyes though his blank mask did not waver, Lucius had learned to read the smallest of clues in his friends eyes. Lucius marly raised a brow and Severus continued, "I never wanted a child. Am I too much like my father?" His last words were spoken so low that Lucius had to strain to hear it and there in lied exactly what he knew the other feared.

"No Severus, your nothing like that monster," Narcissa stated angrily. Startling the other into looking at her. "Never say that again!" She growled at him her eyes intense. Severus nodded. Though it was evident he was still uncertain. Narcissa pressed, "if you will not take him then I will."

That made Severus gasp. "Wh-what?" He asked. Clearly taken aback.

"I know you Severus, you won't rest until your one hundred percent certain the boy is properly cared for now. Especially this child. You won't wait for the start of next term to check on him. You'll make yourself sick with worry over him, because of who he is. He's Lily's child Severus. I know you," Narcissa began softly. Her hand once again resting on his shoulder. Severus looked down unable to meet her gaze as pain laced his heart so deep he was barely in control. Clawing for what control he had. He knew she was right. He could still vividly remember that night. He could remember seeing the child for the first time. Screaming. Only quieting when he'd entered the room. The child had made little noises at him and then he'd seen Lily and he'd fallen crying and screaming as he held her. All the while the child had been silent. Observing him. Even when Hagrid came the child didn't stop looking at him. He shook his head to clear his thoughts as Narcissa continued, "therefore either you take the child or I will, you know I would raise him right Severus. You've known Draco since he was an infant. I've always wanted another child. This you also know. I leave it to you Severus. It has to be your choice, but no matter which you choose I know you more then you are willing to admit."

Severus felt another hand fall lightly on his after a long moment of silence that seemed to stretch for far too long. He raised his eyes to meet Lucius's questioning gaze and the man nodded towards the train. He turned his face to see what the man indicated. There kneeling on the bench looking out was the face of the child. Lily's child. Looking so much like James in that moment that it made him scowl. Until those green eyes found his and the child smile waving at him. That shattered the image of James the child had given him dressed in his Hogwarts robes. This wouldn't be easy, but that smile and those eyes made him remember how happy Lily had been going to Hogwarts. The smile matched hers. It drew a rare smile from his lips and he raised his hand waving very discretely to the child. Who seemed to beam even brighter before the train began to move. He watched that compartment window even though he could no longer see the child within until the train was out of sight. He still wasn't late, but he knew he had to get to Hogwarts. It was already late enough. He turned back to a smirking Lucius and a knowing look from Narcissa. With a sigh he nodded.

"I will consider your words carefully Narcissa and I will be in touch," Severus said. They exchanged a few more pleasantries before Severus canceled the spell and the three of them headed towards the fireplaces to Floo off the platform and towards their destination. Severus to Floo to his quarters in Hogwarts while Narcissa and Lucius Flooed home, promising to give him details on the Christmas party for this year. Something Severus had begun to feel was some sort of tradition for the Malfoy family.

* * *

><p><strong>Patty Beau Hammond:<strong> Thank you for your review, your support means a lot to me. I am glad that you are enjoying the story thus far. I'm hopping to have a few more chapters up today as I have plenty of time to write.
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**CHAPTER SIX: Of Potions and Nightmares**

The trip from Kings Cross to Hogwarts by Floo is the fastest possible method of travel. So Severus still had a lot of time on his hands. Which greatly relieved the obsessive man. He made a quick tour of his living quarters insuring that everything was unpacked and put away. Which didn't take long. His trunk with clothing was unpacked into his bedroom wardrobe and sorted by item of clothing and color. Satisfied that his wardrobe was now neat and organized he had turned to the second trunk which held the collections of books he had wanted to bring for this term. Knowing he could go back to Spinners End or any of his other locations quickly enough via Floo or apparition didn't mean he did not desire to bring books with him. Sorting them alphanumerically by subject matter was a simple affair and soon his bookcases were once again overflowing with books. A rare smile curved his lips.

He took the third trunk down into his private lab before unshrinking it and stocking the shelves with ingredients. Knowing that he'd already stocked two of his cupboards higher up. His private store of ingredients next to his classroom and the student store. Once he was satisfied with his fully stocked shelves he made a quick inventory of the lab and confirmed that everything was in perfect order for him to begin making potions here. Satisfied he set his notes for his research project along with the three reference books on the desk next to his work area. Ready for when he would begin. Setting out the new ink well ready for him. Satisfied he shrunk the trunk back and pocketed it. Going up to his office pausing only to grab the parchments that held his teaching notes for the lessons and his syllabus for the semester and setting them on his office desk where he kept them for the term. He looked around the neat and tidy office with books and potions and jars of ingredients and oddities adorning the shelves around the office offering the atmosphere he quite enjoyed. Satisfied he did one final check of his classroom knowing nothing would be amiss here. He'd already checked this room twice. Done and satisfied he renewed all his wards for his quarters, his office and his lab. Making sure that they were all strong and set. Then turning to the potions classroom he set a series of wards that would serve to keep everything contained. Satisfied and finished with this he headed up to the Hospital Wing where he spent the remainder of his time emptying his trunk of potions he'd brewed over the last month. Pleased to see that he was leaving the Hospital Wing fully stacked and ready for anything the students would throw at Poppy. He saw her enter her office and had exchanged a pleasant greeting, but they had not spoken. No doubt Poppy knew that he was in a bit of a hurry, for if he finished early he could corner Albus for the conversation they desperately needed to have.

Unfortunately that was not to be the case as soon the clock indicated that it was time for the students to begin arriving and Severus could not afford to be late. However as he settled in his place in the great hall he was able to catch Albus's eyes and silently indicate that they needed to have a word after the feast. Albus nodded to the unspoken request and Severus settled down to wait for the Sorting and the feast to end. Next to him sat Quirrell a rather weak willed Death Eater. Frowning annoyed that the imbecile man was trying to get his attention Severus attempted to pointedly ignore him by turning his attention to Minerva, but that did not last long as she soon rose and existed the hall. She was after all in charge of getting the first years settled. Just then the hall doors opened and the second to seventh year students filtered in. Chattering and noisy. How he missed the quiet of his summer. Soon however Albus was getting the hall quiet and the ceremony would begin.

As always Severus was still and silent observing not only the new students, but also those around the room from him. What surprised him most of all was even in his line facing the front Harry had tried to catch sight of him, their eyes had met briefly before his attention was once again gathered by Minerva and the ceremony. Severus was disappointed when Potter was sorted into Gryffindor, though that was not entirely unexpected as both his parents had been in that house. He had hoped that Potter would be in Slytherin where he could keep an eye on him easier, but that were not to be. He would need to inform Minerva to keep a close watch on the child then. So be it. He could do nothing of it. For now. Draco was sorted into his house and he breath a sigh of relief at that one. It was to be expected, but one could never be certain. He was simply glad at least half his charges would be in his house and easy to keep tabs on. The other would be the challenge. Maybe he could use Draco to help with that. The boy was a Malfoy and maybe Lucius could instil his child to befriend the young Gryffindor. He would have to think on this further.

As the feast was underway a sharp pain slashed through his left arm and he knew instantly that his meeting with Albus would be much delayed. The Dark Lord was calling. Quirrell idiot that he was looked straight over to him holding onto his left arm with open fear in his face. A vicious glare followed the man's quick touch. How Severus hated contact.

"He ca-calls," Quirrell mumbled in horror.

"Be silent!" Severus hissed in a harsh tone. Hopping the imbecile would head caution. That was however too much to ask for.

"We ha-have t-to go," Quirrell pressed. Severus simply glared intently at the man hopping that his look would be enough to silence him. Clearly the moron did not have enough braincells for this for he continued in the same horror filled whisper. "He wi-will pu-pun-punish us!" His voice was rising.

"Be. Quiet!" Severus hissed between clenched teeth. His darkest look piercing the other. "You are drawing attention to us," Severus added in a whisper that was laced with so much venom it was a wonder the stuttering fool did not die of fear. Severus's cold eyes had caught the Potter child's look and the quick press of his hand to his forehead. Now that was curious and caused him to frown. The child looked scared. There was nothing he could do for that now so he simply returned to glare harder at the quivering man who had wisely released him.

To his great surprise the imbecile remained silent for the rest of the feast. Though he did jump at every unexpected noise. Then again the man was a nervous wreck, why the Dark Lord sent the imbecile to him to aid in his search for the stone was beyond Severus's ability to reason. All he knew was the man would be lucky to survive his own wrath never mind that of the Dark Lord. How he loathed the stuttering fool.

Then again the imbecile had not been a Death Eater when he'd been hired, the fact he was now was something that baffled Severus to no end. What the Dark Lord saw in the terrified whining idiot who had no strength in Severus's mind was besides him. He would gladly ask if it were not going to get him tortured. All he could do about it was sneer and sneer he did. Glaring angrily at his food as he ate quietly. The feast ended without further incident and as soon as he could excuse himself without being suspicious he grabbed Quirrell's robe and forced him out of the door before him. Once they were unseen in the hallway Severus slammed the man into the wall and hissed in a deadly whisper.

"If you EVER speak of him in these walls again you will not have to fear his punishment Quirrell!" Severus's words resounded around them in that soft deadly whisper a moment longer before he released the quivering imbecile and headed out towards the forbidden forest. Not even caring if the man followed or not. Albus of course he knew had seen him leave and had figured out what was happening. He had told Albus what Quirrell was, but as always the man had simply said not to worry about it. Evidently the headmaster had a plan for the stuttering idiot, Severus didn't know it. He was not liking being in the dark on this one particular man. He would make his job of keeping Potter safe that much harder, for of course he could not be seen to openly be working against Quirrell. The beginning of a headache was forming just behind his eyes which did nothing to improve the fowl mood he was in.

His hand pushed the sleeve of his robe up and exposed the Dark Mark on his arm as he reached the other side of the boundaries of Hogwarts. His right hand slowly closing over it the image of where he was to apparate to forming clear in his mind. He held it and apparated to the chosen location. His hand releasing his mark and pulling his sleeve down before he strode from the woods outside Riddle Manor and headed up the path towards their meeting. Late. This would not bode well.

He entered the house, quickly making is way to his empty slot in the circle and knew instantly when that blood red gaze fell on him.

"Ah Severus, I see you've finally chosen to join us," the hissing words left the Dark Lords mouth and a dark and dangerous expression crossed the snake like features. Severus stood still his mask hiding his face even as his gaze met the monsters. "Why are you late," he demanded in a deadly whisper.

"You called during the feast I could not leave without it arising suspicion my Lord," Severus stated plainly. Keeping his voice emotionless and cold. He knew that no matter what he said he'd still be tortured for being late, and it angered him, but he had to hide all traces of emotions for it fed the Dark Lord when he reacted. Of course it was a challenge between the two. The Dark Lord wanted to hear him scream and tried to make his punishments so that Severus would scream for him, but Severus was determined to hold control and not react to the punishment.

"Step forward Severus," The Dark Lord hissed and he obeyed. Standing in the centre of the circle facing the Dark Lord standing tall and straight backed. He would not kneel until ordered to. To Severus this was a well rehearsed game of wills. He could see the faint smile twisting the features of the Dark Lord who was clearly enjoying this. "Kneel," was the one word command and slowly Severus did. Making the motion deliberate. He kept his eyes fixed on the blood red orbs and did not let his dignity slip even a little as he submitted just enough. As he had always done. He was never one to completely submit.

The smile grew on the Dark Lord's features as he was forced to submit, Lord Voldemort knew that Severus did not enjoy submission. This was a part of their tests of will that he greatly enjoyed. The power he felt at having the proud wizard kneeling at his feet. With a wicked smile he raised his wand and lazily flicked it at the other man with a whispered "Crucio" in the sudden silence that had fallen. He had not missed Quirrell's much slower entrance and he would punish the other, much more severely then he was going to do to Severus, but he wouldn't enjoy that torture as much as he did this one. Severus was a wonderful man to toy with. He was so strong and resilient that it always tested the extent of his power to get a reaction suitable from the other.

The first hit of the curse sent pain into every cell of his body. His blood felt like liquid magma in his veins. His nerves felt like they had been set into the coals of a fire without his skin to protect them. His bones felt as if they were shattering into dust and his soft tissue felt as it it were being shredded and pulled from his body. The pain was so great it caused his body to tense and flinch a couple of times without him being able to withstand it. His teeth dug into his lower lip to keep from crying out as it was intensified. He had no concept of time as he kept his gaze locked on the cruel blood red eyes who took so much sadistic pleasure from torturing him. He knew that the curse would hold for far longer then was safe, but he would not give in. He had done this dance so often and he knew he had not truly angered the Dark Lord tonight. There would only be one round of torture.

Sure enough the pain released and he tasted the strong metallic tang of blood in his mouth and on his lips as his tongue quickly passed over the wounds his teeth had left. His body was trembling ever so slightly beneath the heavy material of his Death Eater robes. His eyes were cold obsidian stone not showing the true depth of his pain as he held the firm barriers in his mind Occluded firmly just in case the man before him used Legilimency to try and gage the extent of his torment.

The Dark Lord turned away from Severus, not quite satisfied at the reaction, but having had the slight pleasure of knowing he had hurt the other. He yearned to hear his cry and see his pain, but his wrath had not been incurred, not that that would really stop him. He did however have one he wished to torture more, who had earned his wrath. Quirrell. The moment his back was to Severus he heard the rustle of Severus's robes as he rose quickly and retook his place in the circle.

"Quirrell, Quirrell, Quirrell," The Dark Lord said softly advancing towards the clearly trembling newer recruit. Everyone there knew that tone and the repetition that meant the one to whom the Dark Lord spoke was quite displeasing to their Lord. "I find myself very disappointed," the Dark Lord went on. Quirrell in his haste to alleviate the torture that was coming. Or maybe because he was just such a coward fell to his knees before the Dark Lord begging in whimpered voices for mercy. "MERCY!" Thundered the man. "I DO NOT GRANT MERCY!" The shouted words cutting through the snickers that had arisen from around the circle. Total silence fell and the excitement was soon filling the room like a living entity.

Severus took on a bored stance and watched with unmoving eyes. He did not enjoy this at all, quite the opposite the open torture was sickening, but he could not show those thoughts and since he could not fain interest in this he would look bored.

The wand was flicked and Quirrell was thrown into the centre of the circle where all could see him writhing around on the ground amongst screams of agony. Locked in the Cruciatus curse. Unimpressed the Dark Lord took to other darker curses to extract more lovely cries from the whimpering man at his feet. Leaving him alive and quickly finishing with his torture as it was not as satisfying as when they resisted, even if it did appease his displeasure the Dark Lord looked around the circle.

"I want the stone FOUND!" He thundered to his followers, truly formidable in his anger. His eyes narrowed darkly pausing on every face as he made sure to impose the depth of how he would no longer accept failure from them. "Do not disappoint me. I will not tolerate more failure. Find it's location and bring me the information I desire. Or face my wrath."

With those final words he waved his hand dismissing them. Severus turned his back on the man. Contemplating what he would do now. He knew the moment the Dark Lord's gaze fell on him that it was expected of him to discover if Dumbledore knew the location of the stone, but he did not know how much he should reveal to the Dark Lord. He would have to consider this carefully and have many discussions with Albus on this. It was imperative that they keep his alliance unknown. So the dance began.

Heading down towards the apparition point just in the woods Severus returned to Hogwarts and made his way up towards the headmasters office. There was one more task that had to be completed tonight. And many little ones that could wait for another evening.

Slowly as he made the trek up towards the school amongst the shadows of evening he pulled out a potion from his pocket and downed it quickly feeling the soft relief that his own little invention provided against the residual effects of the curse. He had already removed his robes and mask and shrunk them to fit into a pocket in his regular robes as he always did after spelling them clean. His steps took him to the gargoyle that hid the entrance to the headmasters office and a quick "Sherbet Lemon" got him access. Though he could not help the disgust in his tone as he said the name of the sweat. How he hated sweats.

He soon arrived outside the door and knocked quickly. After a soft enter Severus walked confidently into Dumbledore's office in a flurry of black robes.

* * *
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**CHAPTER SEVEN: Phoenix Fire**

As Severus walked into the headmasters office locking gazes with the worried blue eyes. There was always worry in the old man's eyes now when he returned from a meeting. He had come to realize that it was the old man's way of showing he cared deeply for Severus. Something that the younger was uncomfortable with. He'd always been uncomfortable with sentimental dribble. He did not wait to be invited to sit but instead settled himself in the chair facing the headmasters desk and cross his arms gazing at the old man. Neither spoke for a long moment.

"We need to speak of the Potter child," Severus stated finally breaking the silence with the most important conversation on his mind. Albus frowned one brow rising. So Severus quickly went on, "Minerva's suspicions are correct there is definite signs of abuse from the child. He cannot return to that home."

Such simple statements, but the deep sadness etched istelf in Albus's blue orbs made them anything but simple. Severus knew why Albus felt the need to leave the child with his relatives, the blood wards. He also knew that the old man could not ignore his concerns for the boy. Severus so rarely expressed concerns over the home life of students and whenever he did it was always because the child truly was in danger or in harms way. Albus knew that was why he had sent Severus. However that did not make this any easier on him. He couldn't so easily remove the child from that home without putting him at risk. The evidence of this internal struggle had Severus frowning deeply.

"You really are considering returning him to that home? After sending me there?" Severus stated bluntly his anger rising. At Albus's startled look he had all the confirmation he needed. The rise in anger and violent magic was palpable as Severus rose to his feet leaning on the desk his voice lowered to a dangerous level, "would you care to see how I found the child." He spat the words out as if they tasted vile. Albus was at a loss.

"Severus calm yourself," Albus stated knowing how close Severus was to loosing his temper. The glare from the other man only intensified and he knew better then to push the man now. "Show me," he stated when it became evident Severus was not going to calm himself. This was a matter that had tried his temper and patience all day and clearly the results of the Death Eater meeting had not made that thin stretch of patience anymore present then it had been at the feast.

Pushing away from the desk Severus took out a vial from his pocket letting his wand slide into his hand before slowly extracting the memory and dropping it into the vial. Stowing his wand back into it's holster in his sleeve he held out the vial to Albus. Impatiently waiting. Albus took it and levitated the pensive over to his desk settling it on the desk between them he upended the vial and watched the liquid memory swirl before he dived into it's depth Severus retaking his seat to let his anger simmer.

It did not take long for Albus to finish and lean back into his chair staring at the pensive with sadness tinging his eyes. "It isn't that simple Severus, there are many matters to consider here. I know that you are right, but I cannot simply remove him. I must first retrieve enough proof and a suitable guardian for the boy must be found all before he can be removed from that home. Give me time to see what can be done," Albus added the last as Severus opened his mouth to argue. Narrowed eyes met his and a reluctant nod let the matter drop. For now. Albus knew Severus would not drop the matter, but would find evidence to support his case if Albus delayed too long. Knowing this Albus changed the matter of the discussion to the meeting. It was after all quite late and sleep was on his mind. "Tell me of the meeting tonight, for the hour is late and I am not as young as I once was, my dear boy," Albus finished with a smile. Severus snorted at that.

"He was angry at my lateness and I was suitably reprimanded for it," He began noting the dark look in Albus's eyes when he offhandedly mentioned his bout of torture. He continued disregarding the man's reaction, "he was mostly angry at Quirrell and no doubt a few others who have been failing to discover the stone's secrets or more like revealing that it was a fake. However, at the end he did make it abundantly clear that I am to discover what you know of the real stones location."

"I will let you know what we will revealing to him tomorrow Severus, meet me after dinner, for now I have much to plan and much to think on. I bid you good night dear boy," Albus stated once Severus had finished his quick report there was nothing really worth repeating of that nights meeting it had been quite mundane compared to some. No doubt it had been called to check on progress from the others and he had missed most of it anyways since he couldn't leave at the time the meeting was called. Rising Severus exchanged a few pleasantries with Albus before he made his way down to his dungeons and to some much needed sleep after he checked that his Snakes were safely tucked away in their dormitory and that none of them were where they should not be. Satisfied that the dormitories were silent and the students that were not in their beds were quietly entertaining themselves in the Common Room he returned to his chambers and for the first time that day was able to relax with a good book before some much needed rest.

* * *

><p>The following days were normal for Severus. Or as normal as the busy hustle and bustle of the castle ever got for the somber silent and reserved man who did not particularly enjoy being crowded in. It would take a few days before he relaxed enough of his rigid posture in the great hall to be perfectly at ease eating his meals there. As it was already Friday was dawning and Severus was quite pleased for the week to almost be over it was very clear that he had a lot of work cut out for him and already his mood was sour from the lack of appreciation for his classroom the students held. It was always this way especially with the younger students. Until he could get them back to where he desired them to be. Of course he always did enjoy his sixth and seventh year students the most as they displayed an aptitude for Potions that he could truly enjoy teaching them.<p>

His first years quickly learned that he was perhaps one of the strictest teachers and he would not tolerate anything short of absolute control in his classroom. So many of the younger students did not appreciate the volatility of potions and the exactness required to brew. Of course his first class was always a lesson in theory and how he would run his classroom. A brief display of some of his more spectacular potions and exactly what they could expect from his class.

Friday morning was the time he saw the Potter child that week from up close. He seemed to be settling in well and although he had sent a note to Lucius to confirm that his son was settling in well he had not ask the man to speak to Draco about the possibility of befriending the Gryffindor wanting instead to see for himself how the two interacted in his classroom. Though he had never liked having his Slytherins with the Gryffindors for potions class as it was far too dangerous for the house rivalry to cause catastrophes and always proved to test Severus's temper at the best of time he had decided he would try pairing two Gryffindors with two Slytherins at each table and making sure that when they worked on a potion with a partner the class was split Slytherin/Gryffindor. Maybe that would prevent the dunderheads from sabotaging potions and prematurely turning his hair grey! Blasted children had no respect for the true power of potions.

The regular hubbub of noise he had come to expect from his first class was to be heard when he opened the door to admit the students into his room. As they filed in his quiet authoritative tone barely spoken above a whisper yet causing total silence to fall was heard instantly as he instructed them to sit.

"You will take your seat, this class will not be split as your previous classes were. Each table will have two Gryffindor students and two Slytherin students. If you cannot do this yourself I will assign you seats. You have two minutes to get settled," Severus stated and watched with amusement as almost everyone settled down until it became abundantly clear that he would have to assign seats after all. Glaring annoyed at the students he walked amongst them from the back of the classroom breaking apart clumps of Gryffindors and Slytherins who had dared to defy his orders. Soon he was at the front having met no resistance to his changes, "Mr. Potter, Mr. Weasley you will join Mr. Malfoy and Mr. Nott at the next table," he stated simply putting the Potter child with Draco was proving easy since the child had tried to defy him. The boy gave him a half frightened look before quickly gathering his things and moving to the indicated table. The Weasley child gave him a reproachful look of defiance. He would have to watch that one. Draco looked like he wanted to argue but one single glance from Snape's cold eyes silenced the child instantly. The only one of the four who proved to have no qualms with the seating arrangements was Theodore. That he could use. The boy seemed oddly mature for an elven year old. Then again he was not surprised by this. The boy's father was particularly cold and harsh, though Severus knew the man did not abuse his son he also knew that the man would not tolerate anything less then perfect behaviour from his child.

He was now standing at the front of his classroom facing the students his palms laid flat on the podium that rested on his desk to one side for when he lectured them on the theory aspect of potions. The blackboard had a very neat and detailed version of the syllabus in his neat and tidy script. The homework down at the bottom for that week. He cast one last glance at the class which was suitably silent with all eyes focused intently on him. Good.

"Now, you will put your wands away there is no need for any silly wand-waving in this class. Here you will learn the delicate and precise art of potions. I can teach you many things. I can teach you how to brew glory, bottle fame and even put a stopper in death, that is if you prove to be dedicated students and not the usual dunderheads I have to teach. That being said potions is a delicate art that will test your concentration and focus. You will need to be attentive and pay close attention to everything you are doing. There will be no need for chatter in this classroom," he paused to insure that his words were being listened to before he continued on, "I will warn you only once, anyone found sabotaging another's potion will receive a detention and loose house points, the same goes for disrupting my class. There is no room in this class for any kind of foolishness. In here you will listen and do as you are told am I clear?" At a series of silent nods from the students before him Severus began to take the register before he started in on his lesson.

He asked questions of a few of his students, intrigued by the Gryffindor girl, Miss Granger, who seemed to genuinely be interested in his subject. Or maybe her blind enthusiasm was just that. He was never one to like over enthusiastic people and her level of energy was not something he wanted to deal with in a potion lab. The class consisted of a few instructions on how Herbology would be crucial to Potions and how a potion's potency could be affected by the properties of the plants that went into the ingredients attempting to show the children just how intertwined their lessons in the branches of magic would be. Commenting on how in theory they would be learning and touching on how to properly prepare ingredients and how to know the state of an ingredients shelf life prior to using it. He was already well into how to properly store the more living ingredients to the potions themselves when he glanced at his clock and realized it was near the end of lesson. Pleased that not a single interruption had been made and that the students had studiously been writing down everything he had been saying.

"For homework you will all read the two first chapters of Magic Drafts and Potions along with the section found on page 134 and 135 of One Thousand Magical Herbs and Fungi about the properties of potion ingredients and their proper storage methods. I expect a two foot essay due next Friday detailing how to inspect, prepare and store potion ingredients. Class dismissed," Severus finished with his lesson for that day slowly watching the students pack up their things. He sat down at his desk to see if anyone was brave enough to come up and speak with him. To his surprise Harry did in fact come to stand uncertainly before his desk.

"Yes Mr. Potter?" he said leaning slightly forwards so he could see those green eyes focus on his.

"I was wondering sir," the child started and then faltered looking down as if worried his words wouldn't be appreciated. He was rather confused on a few points of the lesson and though he had first thought to ask if Professor Snape offered any study hours he was suddenly finding it hard to ask. The Professor had not made mention of offering study hours like some of his other professors had offered in their classes.

"What are you wondering?" Severus pressed clearly confused at the boy's sudden display of uncertainty. It wasn't like he had shown the boy anything that he did not expose all his students to. He had not treated him any different then his housemates, so what could be the problem.

"Your study hours sir?" Harry mumbled almost inaudibly. Severus smirked at that particular question.

"That Mr. Potter would be an excellent question. I do not have set study hours as I find that it is a waste of my time, instead I offer students the chance to come to me when they see fit. Therefore if you wish to have help or ask questions you may come to my office whenever I am not in class. If I am not there then leave me a note and I will send you a time you may come by for the extra help," Severus said the same answer he gave any student who asked this. He'd tried doing regular study hours with his students in the past and found it proved to only garner students to come and be noisy in his classroom or ask stupid questions about love potions of all things. No instead he let the students come when they would to his office where he would be more then willing to teach them. This way those silly nonsense was less likely to crop up.

"So I could come by tomorrow morning sir?" Harry asked tentatively. Clearly slightly hesitant to inquire.

"Yes," Severus responded now interested in why the child seemed so interested in talking with him. He continued quickly, "come down after breakfast and I will be in my office at that time. Be sure to come prepared Mr. Potter," Severus sneered the last, perhaps his short temper combined with his knack for absolute organization was bleeding through, but the man did not like disorganization in any sense of the word and anyone who came to his class unprepared would find themselves leaving it quite quickly. The child swallowed audibly and nodded quickly.

"I will sir, thank you sir," and with that he watched the Potter child leave his classroom at perhaps a slightly too quick pace. He couldn't help the faint smirk on his lips. So the boy was actually interested in learning and attaining good grades. Excellent now if only he could insure the child was not swayed away from that path by childish pursuits and the traditional hubbub of the castle he might have someone with an aptitude for potions besides Draco in his class this year. If that proved the case then his plan of putting the two children together for future potion lesson would prove quite interesting.

* * *

><p><strong>Nachtdrache: <strong>That is likely to end up happening. Since Severus has to remain a spy it'll be a little challenging making him Harry's guardian without making things overly complicated and I rather like the idea of him growing up with the Malfoy's myself. It's been something I've wanted to toy with for a while and would suit this story well. So it is quite likely to happen, unless my muse runs in the other direction in which case the Malfoy's would be very close to him and he'd be raised partially by them none the less. I've always loved Lucius and Narcissa and felt there wasn't enough of them... But then again I always thought that their outward appearance which we see in the books was not all that there was to them. Yes in this story the Malfoys are going to be nice at least to those they like... There will still be cruelMalfoy, but that will be towards those they don't like, you'll see both sides. I am glad you are enjoying the story thus far and thank you for taking the time to review it is greatly appreciated!

**scrandle:** Thank you so much. I will go back and make sure I fix those mistakes. I am so very sorry for my spelling mistakes. English is not my first language and I am still learning it. I very much appreciate you letting me know of those particular mistakes. I will for sure fix them. Thank you also for being polite in letting me know I very much appreciate the kindness. If you see any other mistakes you could point out I would be very appreciative of this so please don't hesitate to let me know.


	8. Chapter 8: A Quiet Saturday

**CHAPTER EIGHT: A Quiet Saturday**

Saturday morning found Severus absent from the great hall for breakfast. He had desired a quiet relaxing day almost having forgotten that he had told the child he would be in his office that morning. Almost but not quite. It was still slightly troubling for him to see the child in his Hogwarts clothing as he looked quite similar to James, which made him remember uncomfortably his own Hogwarts days and the 'joys' it had not been to know James. He frowned at his meandering thoughts. For a man who was usually cold and reserved he was certainly finding himself wandering down thought paths he'd never really wanted to wander down. Strangely though it wasn't as bad as his usual train of thoughts when he remembered his past. These memories were some of the 'milder' memories.

The too early morning hour of five am found the somber man sitting enjoying the quiet of his morning after having had a quiet breakfast he had cooked himself in his small kitchen. Now he was reclining on the couch in his living room with the morning paper and a cup of strong coffee. Soon he would be going into his office to check over the impromptu test he had given his upper year students, mainly his fifth, sixth and seventh years at the start of their class and to begin reviewing the turned in summer homework from his second to seventh year students. Satisfied that he had a full day of quiet and peaceful work ahead of him Severus was deeply enjoy the morning.

Seven came around and found the man rising from his seat setting the finished paper down next to the small box of firewood before heading out to his office. Where he settled himself with the red bottle of ink, his quill and the first stack of tests. The piles neatly laid out on the side of his desk leaving most of the centre of the surface clear in the event he were to have a student wander in with questions and needing space to teach an impromptu lesson.

He was about half way done his second stack of tests having realized just how much his students had actually forgotten and was frowning deeply at some of the incredulous replies to the simple questions he had gotten when a tentative knock sounded on his door. Startled slightly by the unexpected noise he had already started to draw his wand when he realized that it was no doubt the Potter child come to ask his questions or whatever it was he had wanted to see Severus about. Wand disappearing back up his sleeve he relaxed into his seat before speaking.

"Come in," he said loudly. The door was pushed open and sure enough it was the Potter child with his bookbag slung over one shoulder walking into his office. Looking a lot more tired then he would have expected the child to appear. How very interesting indeed. The child was not only earlier then he would have expected having glanced at the clock and realized it was not even eight in the morning yet, but as far as he could tell the child had actually come prepared. Severus indicated the chair he kept at the front of his desk for just such events, however usually the chair was only used by his Slytherins as most other children didn't seem to enjoy coming down and speaking with him. Not that he really blamed them after all he was known to have very little tolerance or patience.

Harry quickly took his seat across from Severus and started pulling out his potions book and the book of herbs and fungi that Severus had assigned them as reading. There was a sheet of parchment in each book marking no doubt the sections that had been assigned and another piece which the boy took out with his stack of parchment, quill and ink setting all these things on the desk. Severus raised one brow at this display of preparedness from the first year student. Severus was interested to note that the boy had made a list of what, from reading upside down the slightly untidy scrawl, were actually intelligent questions. If he didn't know better he would assume the child was actually truly trying to stay atop his homework and not wait till the last minute like the other dunderheads. Now this was refreshing. A small smirk curved his lips and he patiently waited for the child. Patient. Him. Now that was a new one that almost startled the man. He found himself actually being patient with a child. He had to mental shake himself at that. Either the boy really wanted to learn something or he was just trying to impress the man for some strange and unknown reason, seeing as it was well known Severus was hardly ever impressed by anything.

"I came prepared sir, I even finished the reading before bed last night so I could ask all the questions I had instead of wasting your time sir," Harry stated looking down at his paper uncertain if that was ok.

"So I can see," Severus said his voice taking on the same tone it always did when he was teaching. Authoritative and devoid of emotions, soft and yet strong enough to carry across a classroom. Harry looked up at him and saw the slight smirk that curved his otherwise cold face and the child smile in turn. "Let's see then," Severus said holding out his hand for the parchment of questions. He had after all gotten tired of trying to read the untidy scrawl upside down. Why did children never apply themselves to making neat smooth and easy to read script? He had to wonder. He knew his own script was tight and some children found it hard to read, but it was precise and elegant and quite agreeable to the eye. Harry quickly handed over the paper for Severus to read and the two fell into a comfortable silence. The child seemed to calm significantly as the man seemed to actually be taking his time thinking over the questions instead of brushing them aside.

"These are rather very well thought out questions Mr. Potter, clearly you have given this some thought," Severus praised something he was not in the habit of doing and the child beamed at him clearly very pleased with himself. "Let's begging shall we with the third questions it might answer a couple of the others, but further elaboration can be added later if you still have questions," Severus was quick to continue setting the paper before him. The next couple of hours saw him instructing the child on the differences between slicing, cutting, dicing and chopping and how each could influence the properties of similar plants. Making sure to use examples of how one technique of cutting could change the properties of a sleep potion into that of a very deadly poison. He also realized that the child was not completely understanding the differences between them so he took out a knife and started demonstrating the different cuts on a root he had taken out of a drawer on his desk. The quirked eyebrow when he just randomly pulled out a root and a knife from a random drawer as if prepared for this particular lesson the whole time almost made Severus chuckle.

Being observant often made the children assume he could read their minds, it really wasn't that hard when he had trained himself to observe even the tiniest of signs and he knew very well that these techniques of cutting often gave his younger children problems as many of them didn't even know how to hold a knife properly he had always kept some dried up roots that were unsuitable for potions in his drawer with spare knifes he could use to 'show' his lesson when it was truly evident that the children didn't understand. It wasn't everyone who could just listen and understand and Severus knew that better then anyone.

Finished with his little demonstration he had the boy push his books to the side of his desk and then handed him the knife and another root and had the boy practice correcting how he held the knife and how he poised it over the root. It took quite a few tries, but finally he had the boy doing a nearly decent job. Satisfied he gave the boy a few roots and told him he wanted him to practice and on Friday hand in one of the four roots he handed him with a sample of each style of cut from that one root in a proper storage jar. Strangely the child didn't protest the extra homework but instead thanked him and slide the roots into his potions kit. Please to see the boy was taking care of the ingredients even if they were unusable. This seemed to deal with a good portion of the child's questions.

The next questions on the page were about the various preservations juices and after Severus had given him a few titles of books that would explain them in more detail which he could find in the library with a note for the child to be able to check them out Severus led the boy out of his office and towards the classroom where various jars of floating creatures were set on a few shelves along with various other things he started to explain the three prime preservations techniques and their importance to just how things were preserved. Some of the techniques for preservation would preserve the internal structure of the flesh, but the outside would be useless so it would need to be removed before the internal structure could be used. Some of the preservation techniques hardened the creatures within them and they would need to be crushed so their juices could be used. While still others would act like a satis chamber and anything could be used from those, but that stile of preservation was extremely hard to achieve so it was rarely done.

A few of the questions remaining on the child's list were about growth cycles and harvesting. This was something particularly interesting to Severus as the child actually seemed to know some things about plants and how to garden. He understood far more of the basics then most of the other children and that surprised him. Inquiring into where the boy of eleven had learned to garden he found out that one of the child's chores had been to plant and weed and care for his aunts lawns and gardens and had been the child's favourite chore. How very interesting indeed. What was also interesting was when the boy started to tell him about how his dormmate Neville had told him about how he used to take care of his grandmother's greenhouses and his fascinations with plants. It seemed the two had struck an easy friendship over the simple shared interest. This gave Severus some thoughts that the bumbling idiot might not be such a nightmare after all.

Deciding that he had given the child far more extra work and reading then he probably should have he refrained from giving him more then two titles on books that would hold more information on the plants the texts had used as examples, sticking strictly to what was needed for the essay the child had yet to write. It had actually been quite a pleasant morning and when Severus finally finished explaining how different harvest periods gave varying degrees of maturity to the ingredients and that some of their ingredients would have to be seedlings while some would need to be fully mature plants to have the desired strengths or characteristics as sometimes plants changed in characteristics with maturity it was nearing lunchtime and the child had not once seemed bored or distracted. Something that made Severus quite proud. He reminded him very much of Lily and how she had taken her studies as seriously as he had.

"Thank you sir, can I came back another time? I really think Ron and Hermione would enjoy this too, could I bring them next time?" Harry asked excitedly. He had really enjoyed spending the time he had in the cold potions dungeons. Professor Snape wasn't as bad as they were led to believe by Ron and the twins. He was really strict and could be really scary, but it was evident he was very interested in his subject and he took a lot of time to explain this if you let him. Harry didn't even mind the extra work he was given because he knew it would only make his grades better, and now that he wasn't having to make sure he scored lower then Dudley he was really interested in getting good grades because his head of house McGonagall had said that their grades were what would let them have more options for jobs and classes at the higher levels.

"Yes Mr. Potter, you may return at a later date, and if your friends Mr. Weasley and Miss Granger wish to accompany you they may do so, however the same rules apply they must be prepared and willing to learn. I will not tolerate needless chatter, fidgeting or otherwise annoying habits," Severus stated firmly. The Potter child was a child he could find patience in teaching, the Weasley child was one that made him leery. The boy had fidgeted way too much in class and he was quite certain the child had spent the lesson doodling rather then taking notes. The Granger girl though very energetic and a little too annoyingly eager to spew textbook answers was a rather dedicated student so he didn't mind her to much. As much as he could tolerate any Gryffindor at any rate. "Now do go to lunch before your friends wonder if I have hung you up by your toes or pickled you into a potion," Severus said sarcastically shooing the boy out of his office. He was getting hungry himself and he still had a pile of work waiting for him, the child had enough work to keep him busy and out of trouble. He was actually looking forward to receiving his essay. Which was a first.

The child gave him a wide eyed stare before gathering up the rest of his notes and stuffing them into his bag before running out of his office that Severus was left wondering what he had said that had evidently garnered a reaction from the boy. Shaking his head Severus settled back down at his desk not following the child up to the great hall for lunch. He would go up there for dinner. For now he was craving the silence again. That he had just agreed to have three Gryffindors in his office at once and not in detention was making his head pound in trepidation. Sighing annoyed at his own stupidity he closed his eyes a moment before going back to his marking.

This however only served in annoying him further as he had expected it would, since most of the homework was atrocious and clearly written at the last minute or in a rush. How disappointing. Why he had expected anything else he was left wondering. The only comfort he had in his annoyance was that he was saving the homework from his sixth and seventh years for last knowing that they at least would have put forth a small effort, hopefully worth reading. Glaring intently at the current essay he scrawled a couple sarcastic lines at the top doubting the writer's ability to read and suggesting they re-read the chapters.

By the time he was reaching towards the stack of sixth year essays he glanced up at the clock and sighed it was already nearing dinner time. He rose from his desk stretching the sore muscles in his back and neck when he felt it. The sharp stab of pain that announced the Dark Lord was calling them. The deep burn in his flesh was far worse then it normally was and he realized. The Dark Lord was particularly angry.

* * *

><p><strong>scrandle:<strong> I'm hopping to weave a lot of little plots into the larger plot I have, I am glad you are enjoying the story thus far! I am having a great time writing it. Thank you for your review I greatly appreciate your support. There will be a lot more of the inner battle as the story continues, especially when the two sides of Harry conflict with each other in Severus's eyes. There will also be a lot more drawn out of Severus's inner struggle with Voldemort and with Lucius. I am hoping to play with character growth and development and that will show more in Severus as he's the main char I'm using.

**Nachtdrache:** Your welcome. I like to try and keep communication open it makes it more fun in sharing the story when I can talk to those who are enjoying reading it. Because of the dichotomy that I am wanting to draw out in Harry to confuse Severus even more and having in Slytherin would make that harder since he wouldn't have the influence of Ron and the twins. Yes the Sword of Gryffindor would also be a bit of a problem as well. I'm rather having some fun toying with the idea of 'secret' not so 'secret' friendship with Draco developing so it's going to be a lot of fun in my opinion.

I'm sorry about the length of the paragraphs I will try and keep that in mind. However, I can't promise that will change much since it's more habit then anything else. The habit coming from my more structured and disciplined writing technical documents where the paragraphs have to be one central point. Thus they can get a little long. I will try and keep an eye out for more natural breaks in paragraphs though.


	9. Chapter 9: The Beauty of Pain (Warning)

**WARNING: **This chapter will contain themes of torture, memories or torture and child abuse, and mention of death. If you do not wish to read such a dark chapter you may skip to the next chapter where Severus will give his report to Dumbledore, the basics of what happened will be in that report so you will not miss the important parts of the chapter.

I do realize that my previous chapters have not been as dark as the rating and that is why I am making sure that my warning is updated at the top of these chapters that contain the darker content.

**Please be advised that this chapter is not for every reader and read at your own discretion. **

* * *

><p><strong>CHAPTER NINE: The Beauty of Pain<strong>

Severus hissed at the burn under his skin. He had so rarely felt this degree of pain when he was called. Even as he walked down towards the forest and the boundaries that would allow him to apparate out of here he could feel the skin crawling beneath his arm and burning intently. It felt so similar to the Cruciatus curse that Severus wondered just what fresh hell he would face when he arrived. At least he would be on time. He pressed his hand over the mark and a graveyard of all things swam into view in his mind. Not even bothering to think on this he apparated away. Landing smoothly he had just drawn his robes and mask on when he heard the first shriek pierce the night. Blinking at the not unusual sound at their meetings, but wondering why he was hearing it before he even arrived Severus quickened his pace not daring to be even a second behind schedule.

He arrived to see that only a handful of the Death Eaters were here. More were coming in quickly. Severus slid into his spot next to Lucius, barely sparing a glance to his friends eyes noting the hint of panic in them. His eyes traveled towards the figure hunched over something on the ground in the centre of their forming circle. Only to realize it wasn't something it was a woman. Disgust welled up in Severus and he had to scold his features and occlude his mind to insure none of his true feelings showed as he took on the same bored stance and ice cold dispassionate boredom in his eyes. The cold mask he had come to wear when these sessions of torture were called. Though the Death Eaters often participated Severus rarely did. He only did when he was specifically asked to participate and then he only did because otherwise it would be far to suspicious. When he had been young and naif he had been more willing to participate until he was faced with a child to kill and then he had been disillusioned of what he really had become. His willingness to participate in the sadistic torture of prisoners had fallen and he'd taken on the bored exterior.

The Dark Lord was clearly already using the Cruciatus curse on the woman who was screaming again her back arching up and the long white fingers of the Dark Lord running down the blood darkened side of her cheek as a lover's caress. This sent a chill down Severus's back as he watched the disgusting display. Wishing he could look away, but knowing he couldn't without incurring suspicion. He could feel the bloodlust and excitement flowing from those around him and he let his mind drift away from the torture as names were called by the Dark Lord to join him. A long forgotten memory swam up in his mind reminding him of exactly why he had come to hate these evenings.

_Severus was barely eighteen years old. Young and strong and in control he had walked with Lucius by his side into the manor where the family the Dark Lord had ordered them to kill resided. The father had once been a supporter who had turned from the Dark Lord and betrayal was not taken lightly. Severus felt pride that he had been chosen to show the traitor the wrath of the Dark Lord. It was a prestigious assignment indeed. A quick spell blasted the door open. The two strode into the home uninvited to hear a woman screaming somewhere in the den and the sound of crying._

_There was only one entrance into the den and the male they had come to teach a lesson stood in the doorway glaring defiantly at them. Severus smirked at him. Lucius's spell caught the man and sent him to the ground twitching and in a few minutes screaming out in pain. The spell broke and Severus spoke._

_"You betrayed the Dark Lord," the cold words echoed in the sudden silence as terror became evident in the man's eyes, "now you will feel his displeasure," Severus concluded rising his wand and whispered into the silence "Crucio," with a flick of his wand at the prone man. His shrieks filled the air and it seemed so easy. Until Severus heard the cries of the woman join the man's. His eyes snapped away from the man and looked up to where Lucius had sent the Cruciatus curse at the woman. It was the expression on the aristocrat's face that made him pause. The man forgotten. _

_There was disgust on his features. Severus stared openly at him. Lucius met his gaze and he was left wondering why Lucius didn't appear to enjoy torturing the woman. The question was evident in his eyes, but no answer was given. Severus's eyes fell away from the woman as she slumped down trying to shield something from view. A small child of three years of age was crying openly clutching himself in the corner. That single image shot him back to when he was a child and he started to back away. Severus didn't realize he was shaking until he hit the wall with his back and heard the clatter of his wand hitting the wooden floor. Locked in a memory_

_He had just turned four years old and had been sitting quietly at the table as his mother cleaned after their small supper. She had told him to sit at the table quietly so she could finish her work before she got him ready for bed and those rare times when he was tucked in by his mother were moments he treasured so Severus had been happy to sit at the table and read quietly. _

_Not even ten minutes later their front door was slammed against the wall startling Severus into rising the book clutched tightly to his chest his eyes wide and wildly looking around. He made a dash for the stairs knowing that entrance and the heavy footfall that fallowed. He was not fast enough as a fist grabbed the long black hair and yanked him painfully back. A cry of pain escaped his lips even as he tried to not show the pain. He was sent sprawling no doubt having lost some hair in the process. Laying on the floor on his back trying to catch his breath he looked up at the man who was his father. _

_"wha yu-got tere boy," the man's drink slurred words and the reek of strong liquor washed over Severus and he was left trembling as the man grabbed for the book clutched to his chest. He refused to let it go and desperately Severus tried to fight the man to keep his book. It resulted in the man's strong hand closing over his wrist and throwing him through the door to the small den where a fire was merrily dancing in the fireplace. Severus landed hard nocking into the couch that sat there and falling to the ground while the book he had been reading was clutched in his father's fist. _

_"Teach yur place," Tobias snarled at the boy. _

_The man didn't even look at the book he held as he threw it into the fire. Severus watched with frightened eyes as the man rounded on him and proceeded to teach him why he shouldn't be reading in an open space. All the while Severus's eyes never left the book and finally when his father was done with him he found himself curled up against the wall watching the fire finish destroying the precious book he had been reading. Tears falling silently down his cheeks. _

_"SEVERUS," A voice thundered in his ear and he was drawn out of the nightmare of his memories realizing he was crying kneeling on the floor with his head bowed down trembling uncontrollably clutching at his head. The voice which had barely raised in volume was coming from right next to him and he flinched away glancing over at the man who was kneeling next to him. Lucius. Slowly realization of their location dawned on him. Where he was and what had just happened. _

_Swallowing he looked up and noticed the bodies lying where they had been before his nightmares had risen. He blinked as he took in the dead child. Why had he ever thought this was a good idea? When had he become his father? Sickened by that thought he was certain he would be violently ill for a few moment until he felt Lucius's hand fall on his shoulder and jumped almost out of his skin at the contact. Whirling back to face the man he drew himself tightly into a defensive position and grabbed his wand tightly pressing his back against the wall. _

_Lucius raised both hand to show they were empty his words soft, "Sev, what's going on?" He asked clearly concerned. The answer he got would shock him for years to come. _

_"When did I become my father?" The soft words that left the young man was enough to make the truth clear to Lucius. It wasn't the first time Lucius had seen his friend have a flashback to his past, but it was the first time in the year they had been Death Eaters together that Lucius realized just what they were doing. Suddenly the purging the Dark Lord claimed they were doing of the impurities that polluted the pureblood lines become what it truly was, torture and depravity. How could they have missed that? _

The final death scream was enough to snap Severus back to the present and out of his dark and morbid thought and memories feeling as ill as he had that day and glad he had not eaten since breakfast. He carefully avoided looking at the woman not wanting to see the result of the 'night's amusement' as the Dark Lord called this. The man himself was standing in the centre of his circle looking at each of his Death Eaters with a savage look of pleasure on his face his hands still lightly coated in the blood he had touched and Severus avoided looking at them as he met the blood red eyes. He felt the same burning hatred swell inside his mind until he was certain he would lash out. The only thing that kept him standing still in that same bored stance was the knowledge that if he acted now he wouldn't have the satisfaction of seeing the bastard fall.

Lily had been the final straw that drew him away, but his loyalty had started to waver long before that. No the man before him hadn't been so stupid as to think he could force Severus back into enjoying the purging. No after that night Severus had refused and no amount of torture had changed his mind. Severus could remember when the Dark Lord had finally realized that unless he wanted to kill Severus he would have to change tactics to bring back the loyalty that had wavered. He still needed Severus's unrivalled skills for potions. So he had used the man's strengths against him. Sent him to spy on Dumbledore, and on others of course, demanded potions from him, had him work on projects of interesting results.

"I tired of the failure I see before me," The Dark Lord spoke in that angry hiss that told those around the circle he was quite displeased. "The _woman_," he spat the word, "was the undersecretary to the Minister of Magic, brought to me by Avery. She was quite fun, but now we will need to replaced her and I want someone I can control in that station. Malfoy you will see it done," The blood red gaze focused on the man next to Severus with a wicked smile curving his lips. "I need more control in the ministry Malfoy. I trust you will use that wonderful influence of yours to achieve this."

"Yes my lord," Lucius replied smoothly. His tone blank and respectful. Every inch the aristocrat.

"Good, now Severus," he said turning his gaze to focus on the black obsidian eyes. Those cold orbs reflecting no emotion. The Dark Lord knew the other hated these sessions of sport and the Dark Lord relished how he could make Severus have to observe them and torture him in the same time he had the pleasure of purging another from his path. He continued, "tell me what the muggle loving fool knows of my stone!" He demanded.

"I have been able to discover that the stone is supposedly kept in a vault in Gringotts, my lord," Severus stated simply. He didn't wait for the man to ask if he knew which vault he simply stated it. "Vault seven hundred and thirteen, my lord."

"Well, well, well," The Dark Lord said spinning around to face the rest of the circle with a smile curving his lips, "I wonder if you will scream for me tonight Severus," he finished as he turned back to Severus and his wand flicked towards Severus with a whispered, "Crucio."

Severus stiffened trying to keep his knees from buckling as his body flinched in response to the excruciating pain. As the spell built and his body began to tremble more noticeably unable to control the twitching of his muscle, Severus found himself bitting his lip to keep from screaming. His back arched back slightly and his knees buckled. He found himself falling until he hit the ground with a solid thud barely catching himself before he could fall further then his knees. His eyes closed and a few traitorous tears leaked from his eyes as his breathing became erratic. Still he did not scream.

Finally the spell broke and the Dark Lord looked quite satisfied with the result. Without another word he turned away from Severus and it was a few minutes before he could push himself up to standing and many minutes more before he realized what was happening around him. A few more of the Death Eaters were on the ground and he had no idea why. What had they done to anger the Dark Lord? Did he even have a reason? Somehow Severus doubted it. That was how the meeting ended and he quickly staggered away to apparate back to Hogwarts where he could eventually seek refuge in his quiet and dark chambers.


	10. Chapter 10: Distractions

**CHAPTER TEN: Distractions**

Severus staggered through the trees of the forbidden forest and found his uncontrollable shaking making it hard for him to move. Even after having taken his potion the combination of the Cruciatus and his memories were making it harder for the man to hold his rigid control. If Severus was being truly honest he was slipping and small cracks were beginning to show in the rigid withdrawn shell he kept about himself. He found himself stopping to lean heavy against a tree taking many steadying breaths as he could see the hut of the groundskeeper just past the line of trees before him and he knew he needed to appear unfazed and unaffected he couldn't afford to let anything show through or he would draw suspicion to himself.

After a few long moments Severus felt satisfied that he could pull together the cold mask of withdrawn aloofness he headed out at a steady walk towards the main entrance knowing that Dumbledore would want a report before he retired to his quiet. He could feel the slight trembling of his limbs, but was satisfied it was hidden beneath the layers of heavy robes he wore. His steps were steady and his pace quick enough that none would really pay him much attention. He was just crossing the entrance hall towards the gargoyle blocking the entrance to the headmaster's office he saw a shadow move just down another hallway. His nerves already on edge he drew his wand and was off in that direction in a predatory stalk before he had even made the decision.

Wand raised he saw the small form trying to press itself into the dark shadow. A sneer curved his face and he snarled, "show yourself!" Two scared looking first years came almost involuntarily to stand before him. He glared down at two faces he knew. Potter and Weasley. He glared openly at them.

"Detention, seven o'clock my office tomorrow night! 30 points from Gryffindor," he stated darkly at the two boys, "now why are you out of bed?" He demanded. It was well after curfew after all.

"Studying," Weasley said.

"We got lost sir," Potter replied. Weasley looking over at Potter with open fear and a look of shock clouding his features.

"Well I trust you know how to get to your bed from the great hall?" Severus asked sarcastically. He received a pair of nods. "Good, it's right around that corner," he said in the same annoyed tone. "Now you have fifteen minutes to make your way up to your bed, or so help me if I find you out of bed after I have spoke to Professor McGonagall," Severus finished his threat with narrowed eyes and was satisfied at the looks of fear and nervousness he saw in their faces. He stepped aside and was satisfied to watch the boys run off towards the stairway heading in the right direction.

Shaking his head in annoyance and disappointment he headed back towards the gargoyle infuriated at having to deal with troublemaking first years after the evening he had had. It was just the beginning of night time and he was in no mood to deal with the dunderheads. He called out "sherbet lemon" and shivered in revulsion.

Severus entered the headmaster office after a quick knock and an 'enter' from inside. His quick steps took him to the desk and settled into the chair.

"Sherbet lemon?" Albus asked holding out the disgusting sweet towards him. Severus glowered at the nasty candy and shook his head.

"NO thank you," He snapped in no mood for the headmasters drivel tonight.

"You're in a fowl mood tonight Severus," Albus replied as he popped the nasty candy into his mouth seeming to savour the taste which made Severus shiver in revulsion.

"He called," Severus stated simply to which Albus interrupted him before he could begin his report.

"Is that why I have not seen you all day, dear boy?" Albus asked curiously.

"No, but that is unimportant Headmaster," Severus started attempting to start on his report once more but being interrupted again. A snarl escaped the glowering man.

"Now, now Severus, it is important to me. You know I expect all my teachers to at least show up to one meal in the great hall every day, dear boy," Albus said with those damnable twinkling blue eyes, "now why didn't you at least show up to dinner?"

"I told you already headmaster, he called," Severus stated, though his voice remained calm his tone held a strong hint of annoyance and impatience. He started to speak his report again, and was interrupted.

"Well that's no reason to miss breakfast and lunch," Albus pressed.

"Fine!" Severus thundered angrily and snarled out, "I wanted a quiet day to myself, is that satisfactory?"

"Quite," Albus said smiling pleasantly at the other men, "now what has you so angry, my dear boy."

Severus had to take several deep breath before he opened his mouth to speak. He was already in a fowl mood to begin with, but the headmaster's insistence on knowing why he had not been in the great hall all day made him far more irritable. He absolutely hated it when the old man decided to meddle in his personal affairs. _Meddling old man_, he grumbled to himself darkly.

"The Dark Lord called a meeting this evening, he was already torturing the Undersecretary to the Minister of Magic when I arrived. She is dead. He instructed Lucius to insure that the replacement who takes her place is a supporter to the Dark Lord's cause. Lucius is to use his influence to insure this happens. I was asked about the location of the stone and fed him the information we agreed upon. The number of the vault as you requested. The evening was concluded by many Death Eaters being punished, I do not know why," Severus stated his report quickly and in that cold dead voice he used when he did not want to betray any emotion.

"Where you tortured tonight Severus?" Albus asked.

"Yes," Severus replied his tone devoid of all emotion. His eyes slightly narrowed at Albus's particular question. The twinkling was gone from those blue eyes and they seemed to be cold. This reminded Severus that Albus was feared by the Dark Lord for a reason. He had no desire to find out why.

"Are you injured?" Albus asked bluntly knowing that Severus would hide his injuries from everyone unless directly forced to admit it by Albus himself. Albus's gaze scrutinized the man before him. Noting how he appeared to be sitting a little too stiffly. He had already noted the dead tone of Severus's voice which indicated that the other had occluded his thoughts to keep all traces of emotions from his face and actions. There was a hint of something in his eyes, Albus could just see it, but he did not know exactly what it was and he hoped that Severus would trust him enough to tell him. Albus however, knew that wouldn't be the case.

"No," Severus responded. "Is that all Headmaster?" Severus asked he already had another item on his list to take care of tonight before he would be free to seclude himself in the silence of his room.

"Yes dear boy you may go get some sleep and be sure to have a bite to eat Severus," Albus stated and Severus just glowered, "we'll talk more at a later date I have a few items that need your input dear boy, but not tonight."

With that Severus rose and left the headmasters office heading down the spiral stairs and out into the empty and silent entrance hall. Pleased that he met no other students as he made his way to Minerva's chambers. He knocked knowing the witch would still be awake and was pleased to see that she had not changed from her teaching robes yet. It always made him uncomfortable to see his colleagues dressed informally. It seemed too personal for the man who did not enjoy personal contact or entanglements.

"Severus what a surprise, do come in, would you care for tea?" Minerva said as she opened the door wider waving him in. Severus entered with a no thank you for the tea and Minerva continued. "What brings you here at this hour Severus?" She asked clearly concerned at the strange man.

"Mr. Potter and Mr. Weasley were found out of bed and have received a detention along with a warning to be in their dormitory," Severus stated bluntly. Taking a seat when Minerva waved him to it. Even though he did not want to be here longer then necessary he settled down in the seat opposite the witch.

"You want me to check that they are indeed in their dormitory I take it?" Minerva asked a raised eyebrow at her colleague.

"Yes," Severus responded simply. He was not in the mood tonight to exchange banter with the elder woman. His tone spoke clearly about his lack of interest and patience and had Minerva staring openly at him now. He would have sighed if it was in his nature to do so. Instead he simply glowered back at her.

"Alright, wait here a moment," she said rising and leaving the room. No doubt to use the hidden passage from her chambers to the Gryffindor common room. In minutes she returned and informed him that the two were indeed to be found in their dormitories and he nodded before bidding her good night. He was finally free to head to his own quarters.

What surprised him as he finally opened the door to his private chambers was the figure he found sitting comfortably drinking a glass of brandy on one of his armchairs. His eyes were narrowed at the daring of the other until the shifting fire caused the white-blond hair to sparkle and he relaxed. It was Lucius.

"I see you've made yourself comfortable," Severus said scathingly as he closed the door to his quarters and glared at the fire turning the cold room a nice toasty warm.

"You know it's far to cold in here Severus, Narcissa would scold you for allowing the rooms to become so cold and uninviting," Lucius said silkily not bothering to move or respond to the clear irritation on the young man's face. He knew what was bothering Severus he'd seen it in his eyes at the meeting and how he'd left quickly without so much as a glance spared his way. There had been something that had bothered Lucius in the way Severus had stiffened visibly during the meeting. Severus had clearly ignored the words Lucius had just spoke so he continued, "will you not join me for a quick drink?"

Severus nodded and drew his own glass from the open brandy bottle on the table next to Lucius and settled in the armchair furthest from the fire since Lucius occupied the one closest to the fire. Leaning slightly so he could see the other's face more clearly he sipped the potent alcohol in total silence.

Lucius knew better then to press Severus for information when his mood was like this. He would just push the other away. So instead he turned the conversation to a different topic. His eyes however observed the other intently seeking reassurance that his friend was indeed fine. The answer he knew he would receive if he asked the man if he was alright.

"Narcissa wishes to know if you will be bringing Harry Potter to our Christmas break?" Lucius inquired his tone neutral and conversational.

"I was considering it," Severus stated relaxing visibly at the topic of conversation. Lucius knew instantly that something was indeed wrong, but that pressing was the absolute worse thing he could do. Severus for his part was very glad that Lucius had not asked him what was on his mind. He was in no way interested in speaking of that at all and was quite glad to instead spend some quiet and comfortably amicable moments with his friend discussing the Christmas break.

"I know that Narcissa would quite enjoy having him join us," Lucius pressed.

"Be that as it may I am concerned how Draco would react to Harry's presence. The two seem to be starting a slight animosity towards each other. I want to observe them together during potions before I make a final decision on the boy's presence at the Christmas Break," Severus stated simply. Watching Lucius.

"I fear Draco takes a little too strongly after his grandfather at times," Lucius stated sadly, before his eyes met Severus's, "you plan on putting them together for Potions?" The question was posed as if asking if Severus had gone mad.

"I had to do something to lessen the stupidity of the house rivalry in my class since the Headmaster refuses to switch the Slytherins and Gryffindors to different class schedules that would keep them apart for Potions. I grow tired of protecting the dunderheads from blowing themselves and everyone else up during my class. I am putting one Gryffindor with one Slytherin for each potion lab that way they cannot so easily sabotage each other." Severus explained with a wicked smile curving his lips.

"That's actually quite brilliant and cruel," Lucius said with a laugh. Sobering he stated, "If Harry displays the same level of interest in potions that Draco has they might well get along in short order. Draco is quite determined to make his uncle proud," Lucius said with a slight chuckle.

"Is that so," Severus stated with a slight proud smile curving his features.

Their conversation continued down this line for some time until both males had finished their glass of brandy and they now lay forgotten on the table next to them. They planned a little where they would take the boys for Christmas Break and Lucius weaselled out what Severus wanted for Christmas from the other man. As much as Severus kept telling his friend he did not want to receive gifts and refused to answer when Lucius didn't drop the top Severus finally gave him a few items he desired. No doubt Lucius had been put up to it by Narcissa. The evening ended on a high note of laughter and the two parted ways. Severus being all too happy to retired to his room for some much needed sleep and Lucius home to report to Narcissa on what he had learned from Severus.
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**CHAPTER ELEVEN: Detentions and Conversations**

Severus woke up at two am with a migraine and once again very glad he had not eaten the day before. The nightmares that had plagued his sleep were unrelenting and he did not wish to dwell on them as he sat up and rubbed his tired aching eyes. Growling low in his throat at the time revealed by the clock on the wall next to his bed he contemplated trying to get back to sleep before deciding he had no interest in going back down memory lane. He made his way to the bathroom where he took a blisteringly hot shower which did help a lot with the forming heading no doubt caused by the tension in his shoulders and back.

Cleaned and dressed he headed towards the living room where he settled his aching body down into an armchair glad for the bite of clod that had seeped back into his chambers now that the fire was out in the hearth and only ash remained to show that he had had such a thing taking away the ever present chill of the dungeon. He liked the cold, why no one could understand that was beyond him and served only to infuriate him. He contemplated rising to get himself a pain relieving potion to rid his body of the remainder of the ache that permeated it and the headache that still lingered, but chose instead to acio the required potion from his private cupboard being far to comfortable here. Catching the vial easily he downed it with only a faint scowl at the bitter taste before setting the empty vial on the table where the bottle of brandy and two glasses still sat reminding him of his evening discussion. Unfortunately they also served to remind him of his upcoming detentions and the rest of his evening.

Grumpily he called for a house elf to fetch him some coffee having no mood to make it himself this morning. The quiet house elf that was charged with his personal chambers seemed to take great pleasure in providing him with the requested beverage and inquiring if he desired anything else. He simply indicated the table and it was cleaned the glasses vanishing and the vial being taken to his unwashed pile which sat in the far corner of the potions classroom by the sink. Satisfied that he was now left alone he acioed a book and settled in reading while he savoured his coffee.

The morning paper appeared on his table and the empty coffee cup vanished hours later Severus set the book down and took the paper not bothering to read it like he had the days previous, but simply skimming it to see what was new in the headlines, finding nothing to catch his interest he set the paper back down so he could read it fully later. Rising he stretched and headed up to the great hall knowing that if he didn't show up to breakfast this morning Albus would come down and badger him into eating something. How the man infuriated him at times. Not wanting that particular invasion of his private rooms he made his way quickly to the great hall.

Settling down in his seat he scanned the spread of food not really in the mood for a complicated meal. Severus enjoyed the feasts, but he usually liked to eat meals that didn't consists of all that rich food the headmaster seemed to enjoy too much. Putting a few sausages, some hardboiled eggs and a slice of toast onto his plate Severus was content to eat in silence. Filling his cup with tea. Periodically drinking the tea while he consumed his food only half listening to his colleagues conversations. Minerva and Albus were talking about some new transfiguration article that had almost no interest with Severus, Filius and Quirrell were talking about some strange creature that Hagrid had found in the forest. Or more like Filius was talking, Quirrell was stuttering in abject terror which was enough to cause Severus to smirk.

Soon the great hall was filling with noise and Severus found himself rising from his seat and leaving through the teacher's door. He had eaten breakfast insured his house table was behaving and was satisfied he did not need to be in the noisy hubbub any longer. Descending back to his dungeon he fond himself in his private lab with a rare smile softening the cold features as he glanced at his notes quickly to gather the first set of ingredients he would need. He was going to begin on his private research project today.

The rest of the morning and well into late afternoon found the somber man working on preparing the ingredients and the first stage of brewing well underway. Satisfied that the potion was at the stage where he could leave it for the required thirty-eight hours of low simmering Severus cast a few spells around the work area to clean up any residue from the ingredients and the process that the first stage required. A few spells to warn him if anything changed in the simmering of the potion and a ward in case something went wrong and he couldn't get here in time to insure the mess would be contained. Satisfied that he was done he stacked his notes neatly and closed the reference book placing them all in a pile off to the side safely behind wards that would insure they would not suffer any damage.

He cast a final cleaning charm over himself to insure his robes where not containing any contaminants before he headed to the sink to was up. Glancing in the mirror he noted that his hair looked particularly greasy, his skin particularly shallow and his eyes overly dark with rather dark circles beneath them. Ignoring his slightly startling appearance he headed back upstairs to finish marking his students papers.

He was on the final stack when a shy hesitant nock sounded on his door. He looked at the clock and found it to be six fifty five. He had missed lunch and dinner, having taken a brief snack when he had returned to his office from his lab. He was hungry now, but he had a detention to oversee and that would have to wait until after. No matter he was quite used to the familiar feeling of hunger.

"Enter," he called in his no-nonsense voice and was pleased to see two disgruntled Gryffindors walking into his room looking quite put upon. He scowled at them, no doubt Minerva had had a thing or two to say to the two wayward children.

"Place your wands on my desk, you will be cleaning the potions classroom the muggle way, I expect it to be satisfactorily clean before I will allow you to leave detention so I suggest you work diligently," Severus stated rising. The two boys looked at him with wide eyes but they quickly obeyed and pulled out their wands laying them on his desk.

He led the way to the classroom door and pulled it open. There were no cauldrons to wash this time, but he indicated the pile of vials, making sure that both boys knew to wear the protective gloves he had set by the sink before washing anything. He wanted the desks scrubbed clean, but made sure to inform them that they were not to wash the floor. He did not after all want them to be in contact with anything that could be harmful. He usually took care of the floors of his classroom himself knowing that spilled potions could be potentially harmful. There was absolutely nothing on the floor as he'd already taken care of them Friday afternoon, but he enjoyed the look of nervousness and anxiety he got when he gave his warnings. Satisfied that the two boys would at the very least behave themselves he went back to his classroom after stating that excessive noise would result in more detentions.

Leaving the door to his classroom open he could easily see the two children working while he finished up his grading. An hour passed in absolute silence, every few minutes the man would look up and catch the two children whispering to each other, but their voices were so low that he didn't bother shouting at them to be silent. At the end of the hour he looked up when he heard two sets of footsteps headed towards his open door.

"Done already?" He inquired and received nods. Frowning he continued, "use your words!" He demanded annoyed at not having responses verbally spoken.

"Yes sir," they both answered together. Satisfied he followed them back to the classroom taking a critical eye to the state of the room. The desks were cleaned and the chairs had all been pushed back in so that it looked just as it had at the beginning of term. All the ink stains had been scrubbed off the wooden surface and Severus was quite pleased. Clearly one of them knew how to clean properly. He suspected Potter as Weasley didn't scream 'organized and clean' to him if anything the Weasley child screamed messy. Something Severus hated about children.

Looking over the rack of drying vials and jars he was extra pleased to note that not a single trace remained of what had previously been in the containers. Satisfied he turned to the children observing that Weasley looked annoyed, but Potter had a look of pride in his eyes even though his face looked dejected at being punished.

"You may go," Severus said and added after a pause, "do not repeat last nights nighttime wandering or the consequences of your actions will result in more then a few chores and removal of house points," and with that spoken he retreated back into his office followed by two silent boys who quickly grabbed their wands and left. Sitting back down he proceeded to finish grading the last of his essays. Taking a few bites of the sandwich that had appeared with a glass of water on his desk. Probably Albus's doing, but Severus was not about to comment on it now. He was after all glad to have food and not to mention hungry.

He had just finished the last of his sandwich and the last of his essays when a nock sounded on his door once more causing his eyes to narrow. "Enter," he called his hand automatically going to grab his wand as he waited for the door to open. A moment later it did and Albus stepped through it. He relaxed. For a moment anyways. Until Albus closed and locked the door before putting up privacy spells and taking a seat at his desk. At that point Severus's eyebrows shot up into his hair and he gave the headmaster a curious glance.

"We need to talk," Albus said leaning back into his chair taking one of the essays from Severus's neat pile and tutting at his sarcastic comment on the top next to the T. "Really Severus, you shouldn't be so harsh on them."

"That is certainly not too harsh Headmaster the child's essay states that Wolfbane is a plant that turns a man into a wolf. Surely even a first year would know that is absolutely not the case," Severus sneered glaring a hole into the essay Albus quickly put down frowning.

"You make a fair point Severus, but still there are kinder ways to express their ineptitude then 'such blatant disregard for basic reading skills is intolerable'," the headmaster quoted with a soft laugh and twinkling blue eyes. Severus just glared at him resisting the urge to reach out and grab his marked essays away from the overly cheerful man.

"What is so important that you felt the need to come down here? Surely it wasn't to criticize how I mark my work?" Severus grumbled scathingly at the man.

"No, no if I wanted to do that I'd have called you to my office," Albus said cheerfully clearly ignoring the deepening glower he was receiving. Albus's smile faded and his eyes turned hard and Severus caught the change instantly. Annoyance and irritability gone as he knew that look meant only one thing, Albus was here to discuss something of extreme importance, "I'm here to talk about where we are going to place Harry Potter come the summer holidays," Albus began.

"I take it then you have found sufficient evidence to support my hypothesis?" Severus stated bluntly.

"Yes," was all Albus said, but it was all that was needed. Severus already knew there would be more then enough evidence to support the theory he had formed. After all he'd been observing the boy closely as had Minerva and they both agreed there was something different and unsettling about the boy's behaviour.

"Narcissa Malfoy, has already informed me that she would be willing to take the child as her ward," Severus stated after a pause clearly startling Albus into staring at him. He smirked.

"I thought you would have requested guardianship?" Albus stated plainly.

"I have never, nor will I ever desire to have a child Headmaster, you know this," Severus stated too quickly and far too coldly for Albus to really take those words to heart.

"Oh yes of course," Albus said his eyes twinkling once more which caused Severus to glare intently at him. "No matter, It wouldn't do for you to be in such a position anyway it would only make your duty as our spy too cumbersome," Albus stated waving his hand as if dismissing Severus's near murderous look.

"I see," Severus stated simply, not bothering to inform Albus that he was quite capable of caring for a child and remaining as a double agent without 'cumbersome complications' thank you very much. It was simply a point the man was not willing to argue. He had too many conflicting emotions where the child was concerned. When he was studious and those green eyes met his he could see Lily too clearly which was conflicting enough on it's own. When the child was getting into trouble and disregarding rules all he saw was James and that was in a way even worse as in those times he wanted to hate the child, but then he would see Lily in him and hate himself for those feelings.

"Will you consider Narcissa Malfoy as a guardian for the boy?" Severus pressed. Since Albus had yet to answer him.

"I will speak with her and Lucius regarding the matter," Albus said noncommittally. Albus paused for a moment and Severus found he had nothing more to say on the matter, he was almost taken off-guard when Albus continued, "will you speak with Harry about this?"

"Why?" Severus asked skeptically.

"He trusts you Severus, he might open up to you, I fear he doesn't quite trust me yet," Albus stated sadly. This made Severus raise one quizzical brow. He did however agree to speak with the child on Friday after class. Albus promised to have a conversation with Narcissa and Lucius before then and give Severus his decision before Friday then. With that Albus left and Severus found himself enjoying the quiet once more.
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**CHAPTER TWELVE: Problems and Tempers **

Lucius was off to a meeting at the Ministry when the Floo rang out in the Malfoy residence. Narcissa who had been working on some needlepoint looked up from her seat on the plush sofa towards the fireplace. Since the charm around the fireplace was ringing with a sharp tone she knew for a fact it wasn't someone who had the passcode to enter their home and therefore she would have to go and investigate who it was before allowing them entrance to her home. Setting aside the bolt of deep green cloth with fine gold stitching already starting to form the Malfoy crest on the table by her seat she gracefully rose giving her robes a quick tug to insure they were in perfect place before she went to kneel before the fireplace whispering a quick word in latin. The face that swam into view a couple minutes later took her slightly by surprise. Albus Dumbledore was looking up at her from the fireplace.

"Mr. Dumbledore, this is a pleasant and unexpected surprise, would you care to come over? Or is this a quick call?" Narcissa inquired in her cool and refined voice. Every inch the aristocratic and highbred woman.

"Albus will do," Dumbledore said before continuing in his cheerful voice, "this is a rather delicate matter so if it would be alright I would indeed like to Floo over."

"Please step through," Narcissa said smoothly rising in one fluid and graceful movement before taking a step back from the fireplace to let her guest through after whispering the next latin word that would completely unlock the floo and allow the man to complete the passage. A moment later Albus Dumbledore stepped out and dusted his robes quickly before stepping out into the warm sitting room of the Malfoy resistance. "Won't you be seated," she said indicating one of the sofa's in an array around the fireplace before calling for a house elf and ordering tea for them. Narcissa waited until Albus had seated himself before selecting a seat opposite him for easy conversations. Tea arrived and she severed first Albus and then herself. Handing him the cup she settled back saucer in one hand and teacup in the other. A picture in perfect etiquette and manners.

"Might I inquire where Mr. Malfoy is?" Albus asked wondering if the older Malfoy was in some other room.

"Lucius had to step out for a meeting at the Ministry," Narcissa answered, "If you wish to speak with him I can have him floo you this evening when he is home?"

"That won't be necessary, but thank you Mrs. Malfoy," Albus said politely.

"If I am to call you Albus, Mr. Dumbledore, you are to address me as Narcissa please," Narcissa stated firmly. Albus nodded sipping his tea and Narcissa pressed, "what brings you here today Albus? Is everything alright with Draco?"

"Oh yes, Draco is doing quite well and from how Severus praises the lad I do think he is settling in quite well," Albus quickly said. Seeing the motherly instinct in Narcissa to protect her child. She relaxed back into her tea and decorum at those words and Albus continued, "No it seems that Severus mentioned you were interested in taking over the guardianship of Harry Potter and I am here to discuss this with you."

"I see, I take it then that Severus is not taking the guardianship himself?" Narcissa stated startled that Severus had not informed her of his plans. Then again the man could be absolutely annoying with keeping in touched. So although she was not surprised that she was finding out from Albus of all people she was slightly annoyed that she had had no prior warnings of this conversation.

"I assure you Narcissa that it is not Severus's fault that you were kept deliberately in the dark of my visit today, I forbade him from speaking to you on the matter," Albus stated having seen the glint of steel in her eyes that he knew meant she was annoyed no doubt at Severus for not informing her of his visit. She seemed to take his words at face value and he was glad for this as they were the truth. "Now, no Severus is not going to take the guardianship, but I am not certain that you will either. In the end it will be a combination of what I feel is best and what Harry feels he desires."

"Well I presume you are not concerned with how I would provide for the child as it is quite clear that I have more then enough resources to keep two boys quite happy. That means you are worried about how I will be as a mother to the child," Narcissa said her words with a touch of bite to them. She was after slightly affronted that he would dare insult her ability to care for the child, but she kept her words polite and her tone light. "Let me begin by stating that I would fear Severus's wrath long before being concerned with what you would say where anything to happen to the child. As you can be certain he will be keeping a close eye on him. Of that you are no doubt aware?"

"Yes of course, that is evident," Albus replied slightly startled that Narcissa would so openly admit she knew Severus would be keeping a close eye. Also unnerved that she feared his wrath and didn't seemed at all concerned about Albus himself. Just what did the boy mean to Severus? Now that was the pressing question, maybe he could learn a little more of the true depth of the situation he was now realizing was a little more complicated then he first assume.

"Second I can assure you that I would love Harry as I love my own Draco, I have always wanted another child and to have one who would mean so much to my husbands closest friend and brother would be an honour to our family!" Narcissa continued in the same haughty tone. "I will of course answer any questions you may have, but tread carefully with what you insinuate about me in my own home Albus I am not a forgiving person."

"I have meant no disrespect Narcissa, I simply need to make sure you are aware of the depth of the child's past," Albus said softly, he could see now that he had started along the entirely wrong path in this conversation and he did not want to anger the woman before him. He saw her nod lightly and he continued, "you are aware why the child is in need of a guardian?"

"I know what Severus found at the start of term when I first mentioned taking him in," Narcissa stated, "that is enough for me."

"Be that as it may you need to know the full extent of boy's past," Albus said taking out a folder from his robes and handing it to the woman. She quickly took it and read through the files that Albus had submitted to the ministry as proof to take custody of Harry away from his relatives. Appalled and growing quickly angry at what she read Narcissa's cold mask slowly shattered until tears streamed openly down her face and her hand drifted to her mouth in shock.

"Oh the poor child," She whispered having forgotten that Albus was there for a moment. The folder snapped closed and she looked up with shining eyes at the man across from her, "how could anyone do this to a little child? He's so innocent," she said her voice so soft it was a wonder Albus heard her at all, "just like Severus," she whispered to herself as she handed the file back not having noticed that Albus had heard her final statement.

"I do not know Narcissa, but I do have some questions for you," Albus said taking the file and not bothering to comment on her last statement knowing he had not been meant to hear it, but he did file it away, things were not all as he had suspected they were. How much did he not know about the young teacher who had been brought to him when he was in his sixth year in Hogwarts after a particularly nasty act of bullying. Albus shook the thoughts away focusing on the here and now.

For the next hour and a half Albus discussed Harry with Narcissa and he felt quite certain that the Malfoy's would offer the boy a genuine home and maybe they could begin to help the child heal. It was enough and he took his leave flooing back to his office after bidding Narcissa good-bye.

* * *

><p>Meanwhile Severus had been trying to figure out how to approach the subject of guardianship with Harry. His Monday lessons going about as good as he could expect. A melted cauldron later a handful of detentions handed and he was left with more questions than answer with his thoughts.<p>

Monday night found Severus sitting in his living room with a book the note he had gotten from Albus still sitting on his table when the floo went off and Lucius stepped through with Narcissa both looking at him particularly annoyed. Severus set the book down not bothering to get up one eyebrow quirked as he indicated the seats around them. Narcissa settled on the cough and Lucius took the same armchair he had occupied the last time he was here.

"Severus it's deadly cold in here, will you not start a fire? For Merlin's sake you are going to catch you death in this blasted cold!" Narcissa scolded him as she waved her wand at the fireplace where a fire started merrily dancing almost immediately making the room warm and Severus just growled in annoyance.

Lucius acioed the firewhiskey and started to decanter three glasses since Severus had yet to offer them anything. Severus glared at his friend clearly growing more annoyed that Lucius was making himself so at home and after the fire and the day he had had his temper was rising.

"I like the cold," he stated irritably as response to being scolded. Lucius just smiled and shook his head.

"Relax Severus, were not here to annoy you," Lucius said handing out the glasses of alcohol. Severus took his and drank deeply still scowling.

"Why are you here?" He asked.

"Albus came over today to talk about Harry," Narcissa began. Lucius looked at her his eyes warning her to be careful how she went about this.

"I know, he told me that he is approving the guardianship if Harry agrees to it," Severus stated looking again at the note on the table which said just that.

"That's not everything Severus, you need to know what we found out," Lucius began, Severus looked over at him his eyes narrowed in confusion. Why was Lucius dancing around the point? This was not like his old friend.

"Well are you going to explain or just play word games?" Severus snapped sarcastically.

"It's not that easy Severus, what we have to say will make you very angry and we don't want you doing anything rash," Narcissa said bluntly. Severus glowered at her. Just what the hell was going on? He had to wonder.

"I'm already angry, so please explain before I resort to Legilimency to understand what the hell is going on!" Severus snaps after another long pause which did nothing for his patience or his already thin temper.

"Actually that might not be a bad idea, it will certainly be easier then trying to explain," Narcissa said smiling at him. Now he was very worried, normally no one wanted a Legilimens poking around their memories. Never mind willingly allow it. His eyes narrowed on her.

"And exactly who should I perform Legilimency on?" Severus inquired rather taken aback.

"Me," Narcissa said. Bringing the memories of Albus's visit and what she had read to the forefront of her thought with one last look at Lucius in warning. Lucius nodded and Severus just caught her gaze skimming her thoughts. The content of the file she had read was enough to make his blood boil and his temper flare until he was shaking. He drew back quickly not to hurt her having no interest in knowing anything else. He glared at the fire for a long silent moment.

"Sev?" Lucius asked softly. He had been watching the other since his wife had submitted to this. She had been right that Legilimency was the easiest way for them to tell Severus what Albus was keeping from him, but it also worried him that Severus had yet to do anything except get suspiciously still and calm. That was rather the exact opposite of what he had expected the moment he saw the shaking of his thin frame.

"I will kill them," Severus said in a voice so low, calm and cold that Narcissa felt her heart clench in fear. That tone from Severus was not something anyone wanted to hear.

"As much as I'd like to see that Sev, you can't," Lucius stated simply. He himself wanted to torture and kill them for what they had done to an innocent child, but he knew that doing so was not the answer. The man turned empty cold eyes to his and Lucius felt the cold grip of fear. "If you do that you will be sent to Azkaban and that will not help anyone. You have responsibilities to think about."

Severus didn't speak again. His emotions may not have been showing on the surface as he had drawn so far inside himself that all that remained was a distant icy cold that was clearly making everyone uncomfortable. The truth was he was feeling an overwhelming mix of emotions and it was leaving him on the edge of control. His own past was brutally rising in his mind in flashes as the words on the pages he'd seen in her mind matched so many instances of his own abuse all that was different was that this was the boy's uncle and his had been his father. The child knew no different life and neither had he. Knowing that the child had been hurt and suspecting the extent was completely different to being faced with the full details on parchment.

Anger warred with pain inside of him until he wasn't even sure what he was feeling himself and wanting only to see the tormenter dead. Which only reminded him of how he'd finally faced his father. A shiver went down his spine at that one. The Dark Lord demanded a sacrifice from all his followers and Severus's had been his father. The sweet satisfaction had been enough for him then. Now he knew what that had done to him. Where that had landed him. Could he kill in cold blood like that again. The answer terrified him, yes he could. Was he really that cruel.

Pleading eyes met Lucius's platinum worried gaze.

"You are NOT your father, Sev," Lucius stated in a firm voice and Narcissa looked over at her husband with one raised brow. She didn't know what that had been about, but Severus did. He nodded slowly and couldn't help the memories that were flowing through his mind. So long he had managed to keep all those damnable moments caged and yet now he couldn't seem to silence the demons inside his mind. Was Lucius right? Was he really that different? He'd killed and tortured for the Dark Lord, but he had never liked it. Even when he felt powerful and justified he hadn't had any pleasure from the task.

"Sev," Narcissa said gently coming to kneel next too his chair and taking his hands in hers. Not realizing it he had leaned forwards and was resting his head in his hands while he'd been thinking. As she pulled his hands away he looked at her. Their eyes meeting. She continued, "I didn't want to hurt you, but I wanted you to understand. You deserved the truth and I know Albus wasn't going to give it to you. I can see why with my own eyes, but that doesn't change the fact you had a right to know."

Severus nodded. Slamming the doors closed on his memories and drawing strength from the knowledge that he had helped remove the boy from the situation unlike his own situation. Maybe there was hope for the child. "Don't let him walk down the same road I did," he whispered softly.

"I won't Sev, and I shouldn't have let you either I'm sorry for that," Narcissa whispered to him. She had never liked that her husband had gone to the Dark Lord on ideals of pureblood supremacy. Yes she was a proud pureblood, but she did not believe in the torture of innocents or their murder to achieve this. When Lucius had taken Severus she had wanted to fight him on that, but had been too young and uncertain of her own position to do so. Now she regretted the hurt that she had been forced to witness. The scars that had wounded her husband and her brother that now threatened to take her precious son from her. She knew from Lucius that Severus had left the Dark Lord's cause and for that she was glad. Maybe there was hope still. She had to believe that she could keep Draco free from that life. She would do anything to spare her child the same fate their lives had taken.

"That is not your fault Cissa and you know it. You and Luc were always there for me," Severus said softly falling back into their childhood nicknames easily. She gave him a genuine smile and he returned it. For one of the rare times he allowed her to pull him into a quick hug. Which he did return if a lot stiffer then normal. Severus did not enjoy physical contact at all and it was abundantly evident in his stiff posture and his stiff return of the embrace. Withdrawing Narcissa returned to her chair and the conversation shifted to the Christmas break in which Narcissa insisted that Harry must join them. Severus was fairly certain this would be a good idea and agreed readily. For the next three hours they talked about where they would be taking the children to a wizarding ski lodge up in the mountains. Severus didn't particularly like the idea of skiing, but he was happy to go simply to see the scenery and enjoy the cold. He did after all enjoy the cold quite extensively.

* * *

><p>For the reminder of the week Severus was still left with the dilemma of how he would breach the subject of the Malfoys taking over Harry's guardianship. He didn't particularly have any thoughts on this yet and it was how Friday found Severus. Still at a loss for how to breach a topic he had no doubt would not be well received. Since Harry and Draco did not seem to be getting along as Severus had hoped the boys would he was skeptical of how they would do in his potion lab, but he was determined. As Friday morning classes drew ever nearer to starting Severus checked over the clearly written instructions on his blackboard one final time. Satisfied that nothing was amiss there and that he had every step clearly detailed and much more elaborate then the textbook did he walked over to the classroom door.<p>

Opening it saw the same hubbub of activity. He called out for silence before the class was given the chance to settle into their seats. "I want your essays on my desk right now," Severus called out to the students. A few loud groans were heard around the room, but the students quickly gathered up their essays and he soon wound up with a stack of paper which he neatly stacked off to the side to take into his office after class.

"Today you will be brewing a simple cure for boils, the instructions can be found on page 23 of your textbook, however I have detailed every step for you on the blackboard, I would highly advice following my steps very closely," Severus instructed. "Now before we begin I will be assigning your partner, you will not be allowed to change partners so I suggest you make the best of it," Severus continued quickly. He started down the register ticking off names and calling out the pairs watching as the students shifted seats so that they were sitting side by side with their partners when he got to Draco and called out Harry's name he saw the two exchange a scowl and glare at each other but quickly obey and shifting seats so Harry was sitting next to Draco and Theodore was on his other side satisfied that Harry was far enough away from Ron that he might actually see the boy's true skills or lack there of he continue on down his list.

As soon as that was done he gave the go ahead to get started. As Draco set up his cauldron Harry went to get ingredients pausing to place a large jar of cut root on his desk before going into the student cupboards. Severus lifted it up and was suitably pleased with the result of what he saw. Clearly the boy had taken his lesson to heart. A small smirk curved his lips as he took out the boy's essay from the pile and put a small mark along the top giving the boy five extra points for the extra work being completed and accurately done. He might be a harsh instructor and cruel with his comments as Albus put it, but he was fair. Setting the jar in the centre of his desk and the essay back in the pile he slowly began to walk around the classroom keeping a close eye on a few of the students who seemed to be genuinely struggling. He had to pause here and there and scold them for being dunderheads but was at the very least pleased when the Granger girl prevented the Longbottom child from putting in the wrong ingredients in a hiss. Normally he would have taken house points for doing such a thing, but he decided to wait and see what the results of the girl's meddling would yield.

As he passed Potter and Malfoy he was extremely pleased to note how the two were chatting in hushed voice amicably and it seemed as if their potion was the best he'd seen so far. He had expected no less from Malfoy, but he was pleased to note that Malfoy was teaching Potter what the other didn't know instead of teasing the child. This could prove fruitful. After all he wanted to place Potter with the Malfoys. What surprised him more was that Potter was actually asking Malfoy's advice when he wasn't certain and listening when the other boy answered.

As the end of class drew nearer he was quite pleased that only one close call was to be had and this seemed to be working quite well to have the Gryffindor/Slytherin teamed up. There was a lot less animosity and hostility in his classroom which was far more conductive to potions. It also meant he was a lot less likely to lose his cruel tongue and temper on the dunderheads.

Walking back up to his desk he called out, "I expect you to each bottle a small vial of your potion, label it with you full name and place it on my desk, then clean up your work area completely before you are excused from class."

He watched with satisfaction as the students slowly gathered their vials and labeled them before lining up to place them on his desk. For the most part the results were not half bad, a few were horrible and would definitely need to work hard on making their potions better. As the class finished cleaning up and began to gather their things he had to call a few of them to clean up better since their area was unacceptable, but overall he was pleased. Silence fell moments before class was to be dismissed.

"I expect a two foot essay on the properties of this potion, along with a two foot essay on next's weeks potion found on page 32, class dismissed!" He called and watched the students begin to file out of his classroom to a general hubbub of noise and activity, "Mr. Potter please stay behind, you as well Mr. Malfoy," Severus called softly knowing his voice would travel to the two who returned to their seats looking quite confused. He saw Weasley hesitate and called out "Not you Mr. Weasley I am certain that Mr. Potter can take care of himself on his own, now be off to lunch!" Ron hesitated one moment before leaving and Severus was tempted to take points off for that, but he restrained the conversation he would have to have with the two boys was something that was a touchy subject and he did not fancy having emotional boys to deal with.

"Come to my office," he stated simply as he grabbed up the stack of essays leaving the jar of cut root on the desk in his classroom he'd find it a spot on the shelves. He had a plan for that jar. The two boys followed him both looking at each other in confusion before taking their seats as Severus added the essays to the pile of marking he had on the desk and sat down on his seat.

"Mr. Malfoy, would you kindly go back to the potions classroom for a few moments I must have a word with Mr. Potter alone, I will call you when I am ready for you to come into this conversation. You may get started on your homework," he said and watched the startled look cross the boy's face before he was obeyed. The child knew better then to argue with Severus. When the door to his office closed Severus regarded the child before him.

"Do you remember at the start of term when I picked you up, what did I tell you?" Severus asked of Harry.

"That I wouldn't be going back there sir?" Harry asked confused and quite a little scared.

"Yes, we have to discuss where you will be spending your summer holidays," Severus started and watched the expression on the boys face go from confusion to simply fear.

"Can't I just stay here?" Harry asked wishing that the other man would say yes.

"No Mr. Potter you may not. No child is allowed to stay at Hogwarts after term ends," Severus replied and was about to start explaining when Harry jumped in.

"Then where will I go?" Harry demanded his voice rising in volume.

"There is no need to shoult Mr. Potter and it is polite to address me as Sir or Professor Snape, now if you would allow me to explain I would make that clear to you," Severus stated testily to the child who looked at him with wide eyes.

"Sorry sir," Harry said in a hushed tone looking down.

"Look at me Mr. Potter when I am speaking to you," Severus began and after the mumbled "yes sir," the boy did and he continued, "Narcissa and Lucius Malfoy have offered to take over your guardianship. They would like you to join their family. I spend my winter holiday with them and you will be invited to come with me to meet them at this time, if you agree that is."

"Are they nice sir?" Harry asked tentatively not knowing anything about the elder Malfoys or for that matter not really knowing Draco outside of the fact that he didn't like the boy's attitude, but from the earlier potions lesson he was starting to see that Draco really wasn't a horrible guy, just a little stuck up. Then again Ron was really judgemental so he wasn't entirely surprised that Draco could be a little mean when the two were around each other. Realizing it now Draco had never been mean to him, not directly.

"Yes Harry, they are very nice people, some of the nicest I know. You'll get the chance to know them over Christmas Break and you can make up your mind after that. I'll be keeping a close eye on you this Summer of course and you'll see a lot of me, so you won't just be dropped with them. If you really are unhappy there I'll find another home for you," Severus stated. The boy just nodded, "now I'm going to ask Draco to join us and explain the situation to him, are you ok with that?"

"Can I wait out there while you tell him sir?" Harry said suddenly feeling quite uncomfortable at being in the room while Draco found out about the Dursley.

"If that is what you would prefer you may start on your essay while I speak with Draco, but you will both be in here after that as I need to make a few things quite clear to both of you," Severus said and watched as Harry left through the door knowing he would tell Draco to come and see him. Severus leaned back in his seat waiting. Sure enough Draco walked in closing the door behind him and coming to sit down.

"Sir why is Potter looking so sad?" Draco asked him as he sat down.

"He is uncomfortable with the topic of conversation you and I will be discussing," Severus stated by way of explanation.

"Which is?" Draco asked. Severus drew in a breath. Was it just him or were all children impatient to know things without waiting for him to actually start talking. Merlin help him.

"I am getting to that Draco, have patience child," Severus scolded softly, "Potter will be joining us for Christmas break this year Draco."

"Why?" Draco said aghast looking at his uncle in shock. "I don't want him to join us Uncle Severus I don't LIKE him!" Draco said his hands balled into fists and his face screwed up in distaste.

"Be that as it may Draco this isn't just for Christmas break. Your parents have taken over Mr. Potter's guardianship. He is going to be living with you during the summer break," Severus began and had to hold up a hand to forestal the child's angry outburst. He continued smoothly, "now before you throw a tantrum Draco you need to listen very carefully for I will only say this once."

"Yes sir," Draco said bitterly annoyed at not being allowed to scream at his uncle.

"Mr. Potter has been hurt by his relatives and he cannot go back there, he is the child of someone very close to me and for that reason I cannot let him too far out of my sight, do you understand that child?" Severus asked gently.

"You mean his relatives were cruel?" Draco said trying to understand.

"A little more complicated then that, but essentially yes," Severus stated.

"Ok, but why isn't he staying with you?" Draco asked.

"Because I don't have enough time to properly take care of a child Draco, I'm very busy and I have a lot of responsibility, he needs a steady home life," Severus explained the partial truth to the child. He was not quite ready to admit the full truth. After all it wasn't like Draco needed to know all the details.

"So he'll be like my brother then?" Draco asked. Seeming to calm down as he thought about that.

"Think of him as your little brother Draco, yes," Severus said gently smiling at the way Draco seemed to take that in. Knowing Draco had always wanted a brother.

"So I have to be nice to him then?" Draco asked frowning.

"That's what I need to talk to both of you about, but I need you to understand Draco that you are going to have to be patient with him, he's never known what you share with your parents so he's not going to understand it and it'll be strange for you and him at first, but it'll all make sense in the end," Severus explained gently.

"Ok," Draco said completely confused. Draco had lived the life of a spoiled and love child, he had no concept of what it was like to know abuse. Though his parents were strict with him they did spoil him. He was never given to doubt the love and care the adults in his life had for him. So he didn't really understand what Severus was trying to explain.

"Go and get Harry for me Draco, I need a word with both of you and then you boys can go to lunch," Severus said and Draco jumped up and walked to the door of the classroom knowing better then to yell in Severus's domain he walked over to Harry and quickly the two boys were walking back towards him. Draco already telling Harry all the cool things his new home had and all the stuff he wanted to show Harry. Severus smiled, this could be a good thing for both boys. When they both sat down and fell silent he regarded them.

"Now I know you are both in rival houses, but I need to make it quite clear that I expect you both to remember that you are brothers first so while it is ok to have some light hearted competition it is not ok to demonstrate the level of aggression I have seen from you in the past am I making myself clear?"

"Yes sir," they both answered in unison and Severus dismissed them. Leaning back in his seat he watched the door to his office close as the two heading off chatting together towards the great hall. He took out a black ink well from his desk drawer and a sheet of parchment before starting to write a letter to Lucius and Narcissa.


	13. Chapter 13: Another Day Another Memory

**CHAPTER THIRTEEN: Another Day Another Memory**

September proved to be a long and rather annoying month for Severus: between Death Eater meetings every other week. A potions club he'd started after being badgered by a few his upper year students who seemed genuinely interested in getting extra time in the lab. Keeping an eye on Harry who seemed determined to get into trouble every opportunity he got. Draco's apparent mood swings from big brother to adversary with Harry. His own Research project taking a turn for the worse and blowing up half his private lab, which he was still trying to put to rights. Now of all times three nights before the start of October Albus wanted to start up the Order Meetings again.

This particular week saw Severus loosing his temper a few times at the students in his class as they attempted to test his rules. It was always this way in the first few weeks of school, students testing his boundaries, he was just finally having enough of it. When Friday's first year potion's class came around he was at the end of his temper and knew he had a meeting with the Order of the Phoenix on Saturday morning of all things. This was not something he was looking forwards to having on a Saturday morning. To say his mood was fowl was an understatement.

Standing at the front of his class after having handed back the essays he'd graded from last week, and instructing the class on what their potion would be for that day, he was glaring down at the silent room. Thankfully after last weeks debacle resulting in a destroyed cauldron and too much chatting the students were silent and working hard. That however didn't stop one particular group of dunderheads from throwing in the wrong ingredients.

Two tables back from Harry and Draco's work area Crabbe and his partner were looking into a cauldron which had turned from a bright bubbling green as it was suppose to, to a thick tar black. The sharp hiss alerted Severus to the danger and he stalked down towards their cauldron. Not a moment too soon. He had just seen the rising black tide and cast a containment charm around the cauldron when it overflowed.

"Everyone to the walls! Make your way to the back of the classroom and stay SILENT!" Severus called calmly to the class. Castling a series of stasis charms over the rest of the cauldrons to prevent anymore disasters. Satisfied to hear the students moving, Severus turned back to the potion that was still producing a rising tide of black nastiness. Knowing that as the contents expanded his containment spell wouldn't hold forever, he looked down at the remains of ingredients on the table. Knowing from what was there and the results it had garnered that the boys had thrown in some porcupine quills instead of porcupine quill dust. Sighing in annoyance he drew out a vial from his pocket and opened it. lowering his charm from around the cauldron saw the black sludge fall and spread to the floor around it, splashing on the desk and seeping towards where he stood. He turned the vial of white liquid with small floating flecks of green which sparkled when the light caught the fluid as it fell into the black mess and as quickly as it had begun it was over. The remainder of the liquid within the cauldron turned clear and he cast a stream of water at the fire to extinguish it completely and help cool the cauldron.

Sliding the vial into his pocket he scourgified the mess before rounding on the students with a deep scowl on his face. He surveyed the gathered class at the back of his classroom. A few looked scared, some looked intrigued and a few looked taken aback. He removed the stasis charms and barked at them.

"Return to work," was all he said when he was assured none of them were harm in any way. As Crabbe and his partner returned to the desk he still stood in front of he said, "clean up your work and put away your things, you will both receive zero for this day's potion."

Without another word he left them. That was always what he told students who exploded their work all over the lab. It would serve to teach them to pay closer attention. As the rest of the lesson finished up he handed out two more essays as he always did each class. One on the properties of the potion they had just handed in and another on the procedure for next week's potion. Always the standard two feet in length. If they didn't know that by now four weeks into term they would never learn.

As the class filed out he slumped back into his seat and glared a hole at the vials before him. Reaching out he took each one in turn. Performed the quick checks that told him on the viability of the potion before marking a grade next to each name on the register. Pleased to note that the Longbottom boy seemed to have managed to brew something not entirely Troll worthy. Frowning at it he judged this result was Poor, it was borderline Dreadful, but at least it wouldn't kill anyone this week. Pleased to note he had a decent amount of Acceptable on his list this time rather then the handful he'd had last week. He had already announced that he would be holding a study session next Friday afternoon during their free period. He had warned them strictly that it would be structured similar to his theory labs and that they had better come prepared. There was no way he would stand for any nonsense from the dunderheads in his class this year. Not that he ever did mind you, but this last week had made him particularly against it.

His eyes narrowed as he thought about what he had left to do before tomorrows meeting. He wanted only to sleep. Having had no sleep the night before due to a Death Eater meeting and another rather annoying conversations with the headmaster over some rubbish. He was tired. His head was aching more then usual. Blasted headaches. He gathered this batch of essays and took them to his office.

Pleased to find a perfectly steeped black tea waiting for him still steaming as if it had only just been made. He took it in his hands savouring the warmth. Sighing softly he leaned back in his seat and let his eyes close for a moment. When he reopened his eyes he took a long sip of his tea before settling in to grade essays.

An unknown amount of time later found Severus asleep on his desk with a stacked of graded essays next to him and a particularly lengthy letter beneath his face and hair. His quill lay where it had fallen from his hand and rolled to hit the jar of open black ink.

Severus sat bold upright the moment the light sound of knocking was heard on the door to his office. Blearily whipping his eyes with the handkerchief he kept in his pocket he glared at the clock. It read nine thirty pm. He looked down at the half finished letter on the desk. Taking in the open jar of ink and the quill laying next to it having dripped ink on his pristine desk. Concluding that he must have fallen asleep writing it. He took the quill and set it in it's holder capping the ink before the knock on the door sounded louder this time.

"Enter," he called in an irritated tone as he rolled up the parchment he'd been writing on. He hadn't realized that his voice had been far colder then normal. As he glared at the opening door he was surprised to see Minerva walk in. She had a frown on her face and her creased brow told him something was bothering her.

"Severus," Minerva greeted pleasantly even though she was taking in the dark look on her colleagues face she remained pleasant. "I've brought you some dinner figuring you'd not eaten," She added showing him the plate she had brought down with her. Severus didn't comment as he glared at her. Minerva sighed closing the door and walking all the way into the room. "Really now Severus," she said exasperated as she set the plate down on the desk. He turned his glare from her to the food then back.

"Why are you here Minerva?" Severus snapped not bothering to rise. He simply kept glaring at her. He did feel hungry, but he didn't particularly like the thought of showing it. That she started to bring him food reminded him too much of Albus and his nasty habit of threatening to force him to come to all meal times.

"You look tired Severus," Minerva commented sitting down in the chair across from his desk. That caused Severus to glare even harder an expression that would have terrified most anyone. Minerva simply raised one eyebrow at him, "well are you going to eat or just glare at me?"

"Why are you here?" He asked again through gritted teeth. Not moving to take the plate.

"Albus sent me down to give you this," Minerva said taking out a scroll of parchment and a small box from a pocket in her robes. "He also wishes me to discuss a few things with you," she began. "Eat," she added waving at the plate as he took the scroll and box from her. One final glare before reading the parchment. He didn't open the box and he didn't take the plate. He wouldn't until she left.

"Really Severus," Minerva said exasperated as he set the parchment down and resumed his glaring. "What has gotten into you?" Minerva asked clearly getting annoyed with his lack of verbal responses and his constant glaring looks.

"What is it the headmaster wishes me to know?" Severus instead asks ignoring her question. She looks pointedly at the food and silence falls over the room for several long moments. Severus takes the plate and makes a show of eating, knowing she won't leave until he does. He's hoping she'll at least start talking. He wants to finish his letter before he heads to bed and at this rate the time is only getting later.

"There are a few things you need to know about who will be there tomorrow," Minerva begins smiling quite proudly as Severus does his little 'see I'm eating' display. He looks at her as if to say go on I'm listening and she continues. "Sirius Black and Remus Lupin will be there," Minerva adds quickly.

Severus who had just been swallowing a piece of the shepherds pie he'd been eating chocked. This was why he hated eating when they had to 'talk'. Coughing for a few minutes to try and dislodge the food as his eyes watered. He grabs his tea and drink to clear his throat some more before finally speaking.

"Why?" He demands clearly angry. He refrains from starting in on a round of profanity that he is clearly wanting to spew at this news. He forces himself to resume eating and waits.

"Albus believes they are important to our cause, just as you are. Therefore he asked that I warn you they will be there and stress the importance of being civil with one another," Minerva continues ignoring the fact she'd caused him to choke with her words. She did find his antics amusing, but she wasn't about to let him know that. She didn't want to test his already temperamental state.

"I will if they do," Severus said neutrally. He certainly wasn't going to get cornered into anything. There was no way he'd be civil with the two Mauranders if they were not forced to do the same. He could hold a grudge after all. For those two he held a deep and hate filled grudge. Just as much as he did for James. How he hated James and Sirius the most. Those bastards had made his life hell in school and he was damned if he'd let them make his adult life hell.

"Severus couldn't you just..." Minerva began, but one look into his cold black eyes and the hissed interruption and she knew it was a lost cause.

"NO! I absolutely refuse!" Severus hissed darkly. He would not agree to this. Not now. Not EVER. He simply would not.

"At least don't curse them," Minerva said in defeat.

"I will defend myself if the need arises," Severus said stubbornly, but he did add, "I however will not start anything." Though the words sounded as if they cost him something.

"Thank you," Minerva said knowing it would be the best she would get out of this conversation. "Well are you going to open the box or not?" She asked after a quick pause in which she watched him finish eating. She was deeply curious what was inside. Albus had only told her that it was important and should only be opened by Severus after he'd read the note.

"No I will not," Severus said looking at her. Having read the note he absolutely refused to open it in her presence. He knew what was inside and he didn't want to think about it let alone let her see what it was or his reaction to it. It was already too painful just having it near him. How could Albus think NOW was the right time for this? After all these years that he would send this to him NOW? What was the man playing at?

Something must have shown on his face even as he tried to hide his emotions, because the next thing he knew Minerva was next to him and had her hand on his shoulder. He glared up at her and hissed, "do NOT touch me," viciously at her. His whole body had gone stiff under her hand and at his words she pulled back as if burned.

"Severus..." She began but he rose so quickly it startled her into silence.

"I am not opening this now, and I am not discussing this with you, now leave," Severus said his tone far too low and far too soft. That tone was dangerous. Minerva knew better then to stay around him when he took on that dangerous edge.

"If you need me I'll be in my office then," Minerva said. A touch of hurt at the way he was treating her creeping into her voice. She left his office and Severus grabbed the box and note. Letter forgotten on his desk as he cast a locking charm on his office and headed to his personal rooms. Retreating into the den of coldness that he found enjoyable. The deep silence surrounding him as he set the box down on the table by the fireplace. He grabbed the decanter of his firewhiskey and a tumbler before coming to sit down already filling the glass. He drank it down in a long swallow and refilled it.

He grabbed the note again. Drinking the second glass more slowly. It read.

Dear Severus,

Lily left this in my care asking that I keep it for you in case something ever happened. Her exact words were 'keep this for Severus, in case I can't tell him I've forgiven him long ago. I just wish he'd forgive himself.'

It has been eleven years I've held on to this for you Severus, I think it's time you had it now. So many times I've wanted to give it to you my boy, but it never seemed the right time. I hope I'm not misjudging the right time, but maybe now you can put the past to bed.

Albus Dumbledore

Severus glared at the note and emptied the glass. No now wasn't the right time. Blasted fool. He refilled the glass and paused. Severus hesitated as he looked at the swirling liquid in the tumbler. He never had more then two glasses of any alcohol. To have more is to invite getting drunk. Getting drunk meant he'd be like his father. Revulsion swam up inside him. Repulsed by his own actions. By the liquor in the glass. Sickened that he was drinking. He threw the glass into the fireplace where it shattered spilling the liquid onto the empty hearth. The shards twinkling into the silence as they settled. Satisfied at his little display of anger he recapped the decanter and leaned back.

He knew what was in that box. The question was dare he open it. Could he withstand those memories? Was that why Albus had sent the box with Minerva? He wanted him to open it with her? What was the old man thinking and why would he do this to him NOW?

His hand shaking he lifted the box. He could feel the moisture on his face and he knew he was crying. He could feel the ache deep in his chest that burned like fire. The same deep ache that always came with her name. He wanted to scream. He wanted to throw the box into the fire and run. He wanted to hold it to him and treasure it. All the while he felt tears fall down his cheeks and he didn't care.

"Oh Merlin Lily, I so sorry," he whispered as he ran his hand over the box. His voice shook with the weight of the pain he carried around with him. His fingers hesitated as he slowly slid the box open. As he'd expected it held a golden locket sat on the bottom of the box a carved doe set in bright white on a black stone in a golden oval frame. What he had not expected was the parchment beneath the locket that filled the rest of the small space. He slowly lifted the locket so it was cradled against his palm. The cold metal against his warm skin a heavy reminder of who this belonged to. He closed his fist over the locket and opened the first of the parchments to find a note written in his own handwriting.

He remembered the night he'd written this. That day he'd been buying some cuff links for his dress robes when he'd seen it. He'd purchased it right away knowing exactly who it would be for. He'd thought of her as he'd seen it. That night he'd sat in his library at Spinners End and he'd spilled out his grief onto the parchment. Attempting one final time to explain things. Knowing even as he did that he'd never get an answer. Knowing it was too late.

He let his hand fall down not wanting to read his own words. Knowing already what they said. It hurt to much even just holding the letter. He let it fall back into the box. Opening the second piece of parchment and he feels his world tilt. He recognizes that script. Even as he knows it will only hurt he cannot help but read the words she wrote.

My Dear Sevie,

I had not expected to receive a letter from you, or for that matter a gift. It has been years since we've even spoken. I thought you'd forgotten about me. I should have known you wouldn't. Please stop apologizing Sevie, you've been forgiven long ago. The only one who won't forgive is you. You cling to this and you won't let it go. You won't move on. I wish you would move on Sevie, because I have. I know you won't get this, because I won't send it. It's better that way.

Before you wonder why I think it's better, let me please say this. I miss you Sevie. I miss talking to you. I miss our time together. You always understood me, always knew just what to say. I wish I could talk to you now. I wish I could tell you that I'm pregnant. I wish I could tell you how scared I am. These are Dark times Sevie, and I need you here. I know it's stupid. I'm married to someone who used to hurt you so much and I'm so sorry for that. He's not like that really. If you knew him like I do you'd understand. I wish he knew you Sevie. I wish he knew you like I did. I know it's too much to hope that you'll come back and things can be better. I wish you and James could be friends. I wish I could have you back in my life Sevie, because I miss you so much. Yes it's stupid, but Sevie I really do miss you and I need you. I need to talk with you again. I wish that were possible.

I'll never forget all the things that we did together. All the things you showed me. Sevie you made me feel accepted. You banished the fears that came with discovering I was a witch. You showed me the beauty of magic. I wish you knew that. Maybe you do? Do you know that Sevie?

If only you'd chosen a different side Sevie. That's why it's better that I don't send this. I think about you every day Sevie, do you know that? Do you think of me? There isn't a day I don't pray that you'll come to the light Sevie, you are not a Death Eater. You are not like them and I won't believe it for a second. Something drove you there and I hope it wasn't me. I hope it wasn't because I was a prideful stubborn child.

Sevie, I'm scared that I won't be a good mom. I'm scared that I'll be more like my sister then I care to think. Sevie I wish I could ask you what you think. I wish I could talk to you about all the doubts. What if I don't raise my child right? What if I make a mistake? How do I do this Sevie? How do I face this world all alone? How do you do it? I couldn't imagine not being surrounded by people who love me.

I have so much family now Sevie I wish I could share them with you. The house is filled with laughter and joy. Warmth. Something you should have. I hope you do some day find it Sevie. I hope you find a family. You deserve it more then anyone. I just wish that I could be there when you read this. One day you'll read this Sevie and you'll know. I always loved you, maybe not like you loved me, because I don't think anyone can love like you do. I loved you Sevie and I hope you never forget that.

Love Always

Lily Potter

Severus could barely finish reading the words. His hand was shaking so badly that the parchment was wavering making it hard to read. His crying wasn't helping matters either. He hadn't been the only one crying on this parchment. There were dried spots where Lily had cried writing it. He couldn't believe the words he read. It made his head light just trying to take it in. The parchment fell from numb fingers and he let it. He'd pick it up later. When he could see again. He opened his hand looking down at the gift he'd sent her that fateful day.

Slowly and terrified of what he'd see he popped the clasp. A tiny paper fell out and landed on his lap it read: my family. And he looked at the two halves of the open locket. One was him and Lily smiling up at the camera on the grounds of Hogwarts their first year. The other was Lily, James and an infant who was no doubt Harry. The newborn held in Lily's embrace. He flipped the partition and there was a picture of her parents. The only muggle photograph. The inscription at the back read: Always in my thoughts and prayers. Severus traced the words with his finger. He flipped it back over and looked down at the two halves which held his picture. She had put him in her locket as if he was someone important to her. That almost shattered him as he cried harder. His hands trembling now almost uncontrollably he fumbled to take the small piece of parchment and tuck it back in before it could be ruined by his tears. He closed the locket and just held it firmly to his chest. He let his body sink back into the chair and let the grief consume him.

* * *

><p><strong>Author's Note:<strong> this chapter is a little different. There's a large time gap between when this takes place and when the last chapter ended (mostly to move the story along so it doesn't get repetitive). This chapter is a little bit of angry Sev (yes there is a reason it's here, because this theme will come back to haunt Sev as the story progressed. The idea of him being overworked and excessively tired and stressed is an underlying theme in this. With how I have Voldemort having come back before the start of this story it adds a lot of pressure to Sev so I wanted to draw that out and showcase how it affects his work.) and a bit of sad Sev (yes I cried writing this because feels)...

You'll see a little more Sev/Minerva later on in this as well. I hope you guys enjoyed this chapter anyways even if it wasn't my usual brand. You'll see other chapters like this crop up. Mostly I use them for character development and growth along with some interactions that influence how characters interact in later chapters. I also like to try and draw backstory and history into the character to display their past and how it impacts their future. In this case as you'll see in the next chapter when the Order Meeting take place Minerva's and Sev's interaction will be thriving with tension...

Something that has always sat strangely with me is if Dumbledore was the one who set the Fidelius Charm on the Potters home then he had to know that Sirius wasn't the secret keeper. So I'm going to assume this and I'm very sorry if this annoys anyone or seems just glaringly off to you, but for this story it's what I'm using. Also I have and will always love Sirius/Severus hate filled exchanges it's just sooooooo much fun! It just doesn't feel like the Order without Sirius being an ass to Severus and Severus being an ass back...

**scrandle:** That is one part of the plot I am still working all the details out for, but I have a few later chapters already written where that very thing comes to light. There's just the chapters between here and there that need to be finished up first. And there is still a few kinks to work out, but I have plans for Old Voldy and the Malfoys *laughs evilly*

I hadn't noticed, but now that you mention it I do realize I have a habit of run on sentences I will try and pay closer attention to that in the next chapters. Thank you for pointing this out to me I greatly appreciate it.

Yahp some days I write more and some days I write less, yesterday was a good writing day as I had no work to do, Sundays are lazy days of do nothing... It'll probably be pretty much like that every weekend or most of them anyways where a lot of chapters will appear.


	14. Chapter 14: The Patience of a Slytherin

**CHAPTER FOURTEEN: The Patience of a Slytherin**

Severus woke with a start when he heard the sharp clatter of metal on stone. His eyes snapped open and he looked over at the source of the noise. He must have fallen asleep sometime during the night because lying there on the floor at his feet was the pendent. Bending down to retrieve it he groaned at the pain in his body. His hand closed over the cool metal and he slipped the chain over his head. He had always loved that about wizard jewelry the chain adjusted magically to fit the wearer. So he didn't have to worry about it being too tight for him. He slid it into his shirt so it rested against the skin of his chest. Feeling it's cold touch as a pleasant weight reminding him of better times.

Severus rose slowly stretching out the kinks in his aching body. Slowly bending back down he lifted up the letter and folded it back up placing it in the box. He gathered up the box and went into his room slowly placing it on a shelf that held a few other mementos he didn't look at. Closing the glass door over the case he reset the locking charms and proceeded to gather his clothing. Heading into the washroom not bothering to look at the clock. He didn't particularly care if he was running late or not. There was no way he was going to go to some meeting without at least cleaning up. Not to mention every muscle in his body ached from the uncomfortable position and he wanted a blisteringly hot shower to ease the ache. It was again something he was pleased of, when he entered the burning shower, that the jeweller he had purchased the locket from had cast charms to keep the locket from being destroyed by conventional means. Things like water, dirt and age didn't affect the locket. Something worth it's weight in gold Severus now noted.

His shower was a slow and long affair and he didn't even care. What seemed like hours later to Severus he was dressed and ready. He looked at his reflection in the mirror. Sighing when realized he looked almost as he always did if a touch more tired then normal. So be it. At least he didn't show any physical signs from his ordeal last night. That was all he needed to be in a room full of Gryffindors showing weakness. He shuddered at the thought. How he loathed having to go to the meeting today.

Glad to note his heavy robes obscured all signs of the locket and his high collar hid the gold chain from view. He turned and headed back to his kitchen for breakfast before he would head out. He gazed at the clock in passing and was pleased to note he had another two hours before he needed to be there. Breakfast was a quick affair and a silent one. Not that it ever was noisy in his quarters. Today however he had decided to enjoy the peaceful and quiet art of cooking.

Finished with all that he sat down to read the paper and was instantly frowning again as he read the article. Gringotts had been broken into. He couldn't believe it, well he could, but still. This was not what he had wanted to read today. He'd known the Dark Lord had been planing to try and get the stone. Not that it was there, but still. He stared down at the moving picture before him and sighed heavily. He knew this would not end well for him. He'd be called no doubt to be tortured since the stone wasn't there. He finished reading the rest of the drivel that made it's way into the paper before setting it down. Retiring to his living room to do some research on his project. He was still trying to figure out what had gone wrong. It didn't make sense.

The rest of his time went by quickly and soon Severus was setting the book down. Still no further ahead then where he'd been the day before. Sighing in frustration he mentally prepared himself for this. He knew he'd be met with hatred and suspicion. He didn't want to deal with it, but he had no choice. He occluded his mind making sure that his barriers were up and solid. There was no way he would show a hint of weakness to the Gryffindor hoard that predominated the Order. He scolded his features into a cold mask of disinterest and aloofness before walking out of his chambers. Taking the hidden passage that led down to a small exit near the Black Lake and then proceeded to walk down towards the forest and the boundary edge. He could have just flooed over since he knew the location well having lived there for two years in his youth. He didn't feel like it today. He wanted the brisk walk to gather his thoughts.

Once past the boundary to Hogwarts Severus apparated just outside Dumbledore's Manor home. He couldn't of course apparate right on the grounds because of all the wards and protections around the manor. So instead he apparated in the woods nearby and slowly walked up to the front door. His movements swift and precise. His black traveling cloak billowing around him giving the ever prevalent thought that he was a bat of the dungeon. He particularly liked the billowing black fabric of his robes and cloak. It gave him a mysterious look and he enjoyed the fear it caused in the students when he walked up to them. Especially when he had that cold eyed glower that always made them shake nervously before his wrath.

All too swiftly he arrived at the front gate and let himself in easily. He was not startled at all or even surprised to see the door to the manor open and waiting for him to enter. Swiftly entering he took off his cloak and handed it to the waiting house elf who closed the door behind him. Looking around at the entrance way he figured everyone would be in the den or living room so he headed towards the two rooms which happened to be side by side. Sure enough he found Albus, Minerva and Remus deep in conversation in the den. Allowing only a scowl to announce how unhappy he was at being here and in the presence of the Maurander he entered the room.

"Ah Severus my boy, I see you arrived early, you remember Remus yes?" Albus said joyfully as he caught sight of Severus entered the room. Effectively silencing the conversation.

"Lupin," Severus drawled in a cold voice by way of greeting. "Headmaster, Minerva," he added politely before coming to stand near them. Though still far enough away that he didn't have to engage in the conversation.

"Snape," Remus said politely giving him a tentative smile. To which Severus scowled deeper.

"It's good to see you this morning Severus, how are you?" Minerva asked. Severus deliberately did not answer her. He gave her a quick glance before turning to the headmaster, who had started speaking again.

"The other's should be here soon, a spot of tea my boy?" Albus went on with a smile. Severus just glared at him. He hated that Albus felt the need to call him 'my boy' all the time it infuriated him to no end. Wanting to tell the headmaster he was not a child, but resisting the urge as it would be pointless. Luckily he was saved any further conversation by the arrival of Moly and Arthur Weasley, Nymphadora Tonks, Alastor Moody and Sirius Black. Not everyone, but getting close. Sirius didn't seem to see him yet and for that he was glad. Then again Remus had stepped forwards to greet the man and hid him mostly from view. He was fine with this. If he didn't have to speak to the Maurander he'd be happier. Actually he'd be happier if he didn't have to be here. Glaring intently at the fireplace he took a seat as others began to do so. Sitting himself in the furthest reaches of the room. Where he wouldn't be near the fire, but where he didn't' have his back to the door. Unfortunately for him, he couldn't slink into the darkness at the edges of the room as Albus had formed a large circle with the seats. That meant he had to sit in the circle. It didn't stop him from remaining silent as their quiet conversations broke out while they waited for everyone to arrive.

"Why is _he_ here?" Sirius said loudly to Remus no doubt so Severus would hear him. It took everything in Severus not to say something bitting back at those words, but he waited. Wanting to see what Remus or Albus said to the matter. Bidding his time.

"Albus already explained that Sirius," Remus said exasperation thick in his tone. It was clear that they had discussed this before. If Remus's tone was anything to go by it had no doubt been often.

"But he's one of _them_!" Sirius pressed darkly. Oh if only knew, Severus thought wryly. How naif the other was.

"Again Albus explained that too," Remus replied with a groan, as now the room had fallen silent at Sirius's ever louder tone. Severus turned his dark gaze to the two of them glaring intently.

"He can't be trusted!" Sirius declared into the silence stubbornly.

"At least I'm not a wanted criminal," Severus said bitingly having had enough.

"No your worse," Sirius spat out. Severus glared even more intently at the man daring him to speak again. Sirius continued in the same hate filled tone, "at least I didn't murder for _him_!"

Severus was rising before he even realizing it. Anger pulsing deep within him, "you have no idea what you speak of," he spat. The words caustic. Sirius rose from his seat and took a step towards Severus wand drawn.

"Enough of this," Albus said calmly not having moved. "Both of you sit down," he instructed looking from one to the other. Severus had draw his own wand and taken a defensive stance. As he'd told Minerva he wouldn't start anything, but he wasn't going to stand there and let Black curse him. He also had no intention of being the first to withdraw from the confrontation. He was a proud man after all and regardless of what Albus said. He'd stand and fight before he back down from a Maurander. He'd never be at their mercy again. Not now.

"Sirius sit down," Remus said having risen and laid his hand on his friends shoulder, restraining him no doubt. The man turned to glare at Remus.

"Yah he's not worth it," Sirius spat before turning back to his seat. Ignoring the barb Severus took his own seat once more. Realizing that during their exchange the rest of the members of the Order had arrived and the meeting was about to begin.

The usual conversation that went on at the meetings from the others flowed around the room. To which Severus barely listened he was still fuming over his mild confrontation with Sirius. How dare the other imply he enjoyed the horror's he'd been forced to do. Severus couldn't even bother to pay attention to the regular trivial details of the Order as he glared a hole at the Gryffindor who infuriated him so much. He hated the man more then he had ever hated him in that moment. Severus knew what kind of monster he'd become. He knew it ever damn night when he closed his eyes. To have it thrown in his face by Sirius of all people only made him angrier. Just once he wanted someone to look at him with something other then hate and mistrust. He would never betray them. He would die to keep them safe. He faced death and exposure for them more often then he could count and still they didn't trust him. They never would. He knew that.

"... Undersecretary to the Minister of Magic was replaced by Dolores Umbridge a really nasty piece of work," Arthur was saying when Severus clued back into the conversation. He'd already know this, but it was interesting to hear it from the other side. What little he knew had been relayed to him by Lucius a few days ago.

"Do we know anything about her?" Remus asked softly.

"Not much I'm afraid," Arthur continued. "Only that she seems to be really close to Fudge."

"Severus, what can you tell us about her?" Albus finally spoke up. Startling everyone else around the room who didn't know that she had been chosen by a Death Eater.

"Why would _he_ know?" Sirius spat the words out as if they tasted fowl.

"Because she was chosen by the Dark Lord's orders," Severus spoke before anyone else could interrupt. He continued quickly, not wanting to waist time with pointless words and already desiring to be gone from this meeting. "I only know what I have been told, I was not present when she was brought before the Dark Lord. My source however is very reliable," he said the words while meeting Albus's eyes knowing full well the other would understand. He would not say Lucius's name to these people. He would not betray his friend. Unlike what they thought Severus always tried to protect everyone as best he could and was quite candid with his words. He continued, "she was chosen because she is easily swayed by Dark Magic. She already has an affinity for being cruel. Her dedication to Fudge and her high ideals made her ideal for the Dark Lord's purposes. She was easily swayed to his wishes, but was not permitted to remember him. She believes she is acting of her desires and motives."

"So she is not under the Imperius curse?" Arthur asked.

"No. There was no need for that. This is far subtler Dark Magic and will be far harder to break," Severus responded easily.

"Does this mean she's a Death Eater then?" Moly asked a little confused.

"No," Severus said a little harshly. Putting effort into gentling his tone at the raised eyebrow Moly gave him he continued. "As I stated she is made to believe she is acting of her own choices. The Dark Lord is simply guiding her choices to be what he desires her to do. She will have no memory of meeting him. The Dark Lord has insured that."

"Very well," Albus said to move the topic of conversation along. He continued softly having gathered their attention. "Do you know what he wants with her?"

"Not for certain, he hasn't shared that information with me," Severus replied honestly. The conversation moved to theories and speculation. Not caring for such things Severus let his thoughts wander back to the meeting with Lucius making sure he had not missed a crucial detail he should add or mention. Satisfied that he hadn't he sat silently and waited until something else caught his attention. As it often went at the meetings Severus didn't let all the information filter into his mind, there was far too much and he needed to choose what was important and worth his attention. If he tried to take in everything he knew from experience he would only end up working himself up. He'd end up with too much on his plate again. He already had too much on his plate as it was he didn't need more. He was perfectly happy to let the others take care of the other things the Order did.

"Severus, do you have an update on the stone?" Albus asked at last and Severus looked at him. The two shared a long look before Severus spoke.

"Not more then last time we spoke Headmaster," Severus started. Before continuing. "If you've read the paper he has already moved against the last information he had on it."

"That I knew dear boy," Albus said giving him a warm smile. Severus glowered angrily at him. How he hated how Albus always called him 'boy'.

The meeting continued from there and Severus again fell into silence. That is until Lucius's name was mentioned. At that he paid close attention.

"Lucius Malfoy and Narcissa Malfoy will be taking over Harry's guardianship starting next summer. We don't have to worry about added protection for Harry over the Christmas break as Severus will be with them. However, during the summer I will require those of you who are willing to help me in strengthening the wards around the Malfoy residence," Albus was saying. This was news to Severus, but he wasn't at all surprised. After all the current wards wouldn't prevent the Dark Lord from getting in. Not that Lucius couldn't strengthen his own wards. Not that he himself hadn't already been planning on adding a few. The problem was wards had magical signatures and both of them were Death Eaters. Signatures the Dark Lord new well. Meaning their wards wouldn't be as strong against him as those by Albus for example. This was a good idea. He was surprised however when quite a few of the Aurors who were part of the Order volunteered. He had not been expecting that. He had been expected to have to defend the Malfoys ability to care for Harry.

"Your putting my godson with Death Eaters?" Sirius growled darkly. "Albus have you lost your mind?! They can't be trusted! They will kill him! Or worse send him to he-who-must-not-be-named in a box! With WRAPPING PAPER!" Sirius was yelling by this point and had stood up. Glaring at Severus.

"Lucius would never hurt a child!" Severus said into the silence that had fallen as Sirius's shouts echoed around them. "Nor would Narcissa. They treasure children! If you think for one minute that they would harm Harry in any way or allow him to be harmed you are even more blind then I first imagined. Have you never seen their son?" Anger was quickly rising in Severus. How dare the man accuse his friends thus.

"Their DEATH EATERS, and so are you!" Sirius growled. "You can't be serious Albus, this is insane!"

"Lucius and Narcissa would never bring Harry to Voldemort Sirius, calm yourself," Albus said ignoring the flinching from those around him. Severus hissed at him at the name. Deeply disturbed that Albus used it and even more so in his presence. He was quickly glancing around as if afraid just saying the name had brought him here.

"I won't allow it, I won't let him be anywhere NEAR Death Eaters," Sirius said viciously. The venom in his words filled the room.

"It's not your choice to make," Albus chided gently.

"The hell it's not! I'm his GODFATHER!" Sirius shouted aggressively.

"Not according to the ministry dear boy," Albus reminded him. Sirius looked murderously at Albus. He continued, "you and I both know you cannot take him Sirius. The boy has been abused, I don't even know for how long, he needs a stable and loving family. He needs to be allowed to grow up without fear. You can't give him that Sirius. As much as you love him. Your position is just too dangerous to allow you to raise the boy. You know that!"

"I know," Sirius said in defeat finally sitting down. He spoke softly the next words, "why can't anyone else take him?"

"I need to keep an eye on him Sirius," Albus said gently. Though Severus knew what he meant even though most of the other's didn't. He'd made it abundantly clear that he was to be kept out of this discussion as much as possible. Albus continued, "I cannot allow him to go to the Ministry. He will just become a trophy by a family who wants to say they have the 'boy who lived' with them. Or worse he will become a pawn in their political agendas. Harry doesn't deserve that. The whole reason I placed him with his relatives besides the Blood Wards was so he could grow up away from all that. He's suffered enough because of that mistake. I won't allow him to suffer more. The Malfoys have agreed to take him and after careful consideration I have agreed to allow it. That's my final say on this Sirius. I won't be discussing it again."

"If they so much as make him shed a tear Severus I'm going to make you bleed," Sirius threatened dangerous as he glared at Severus. Severus scoffed. As if that scared him. The Dark Lord did worse to him every time he was forced to stand before him. Like he was scared of what Sirius could do to him. Not that it mattered, he had no intention of seeing Harry hurt.

"This poses a problem," Kingsley Shacklebolt said speaking for the first time. All eyes turned to him. He continued, "how will they keep him from he-who-must-not-be-named?"

"They would never willingly let him be taken, of that I am certain," Albus began slowly. "However, the more pressing concern is, how will they keep Voldemort from harming them."

"That will take careful planning," Severus stated simply. He was shivering at Ablus's casual way of saying the Dark Lord's name. He had been thinking a lot about this and as Albus turned to him he nodded. In his teaching voice he started in on his thoughts. "They will have to convince The Dark Lord that raising Harry will mean he isn't a threat. They will have to convince him that they can keep him from getting involved. It might be possible to bid our time by allowing the Dark Lord to think that he has the child in his grasp. Maybe if we play our cards right we can convince him that he can change the child to his cause."

"Are you insane?" Sirius demanded in shock. "You want to give Harry to he-who-must-not-be-named?"

"That is _not_ what I said," Severus sneered at him. Glaring intently at the man who dared to accuse him of such a thing. Growing angry Severus snapped, "I did not remove him from that _home_ only to put him in front of the Dark Lord and watch him die! I am not the cruel bastard you all seem to think I am! It so happens that I actually have morals."

"A Death Eater with morals, really?" Sirius sneered at him. He continued coldly, "you might have everyone else fooled Snivelly, but I know you. I wouldn't put it past you to take him straight to you-know-who the moment our backs are turned."

Severus rose not bothering to reply to the callous words being thrown at him from Sirius. He simply turned and walked calmly out of the room. His robes billowing behind him as he went. Pausing only to take his cloak out of the closet in the hall. Unaware that someone was following him. Unaware of what transpired in the den as he left it. Not bothering to care anymore. He'd had enough and he certainly wasn't going to sit there and listen to that crap. He couldn't believe what Sirius had said to him. He could feel his body trembling in rage. He dared accuse him of being able to hurt a child, of willingly taking him to the Dark Lord. He couldn't even begin to think those thoughts as more anger flared to life deep in his chest.

"Severus wait a moment," Remus called out after him walking quickly to reach Severus before him left. Severus turned to face him one eyebrow raised, but otherwise remaining silent. It was clear to anyone who looked at the angry slit of his eyes and the deep scowl on his face that he was beyond angry. With a deep breath Remus pressed on, "I'm sorry Severus. About everything we did back in school. I never wanted to..."

"Do not pretend to me that you are innocent Lupin and do not apologize I will not be discussing this," Severus said with narrowed eyes, but before he had even started to turn around he heard Remus speak. His next word set Severus's blood on fire and his anger overwhelmed his tongue.

"I only ever wanted to belong Severus, you have no idea what it's like being alone and hated," Remus whispered sadly. His voice filled with regret.

"Oh of course I don't, that's why I'm the spy for the Order isn't it? That's why I was always sitting around in darkened corners reading? That's why I hardly ever spoke!?" Severus said sarcastically not realizing his voice was rising in volume as he spoke the bitter words until he was practically shouting the last sentence. He took a threatening step towards Remus. His voice turning low and dangerous, "I wonder Lupin, did you ever look at me when we were children? Do you even look now? Or are you really that blind!" Without another word Severus turned on his heels and stormed out. Remus watched him leave the door slamming closed behind him. Severus left before his tongue could spill anymore weaknesses then he'd already admitted.

* * *

><p>Remus was left standing there shaken to the core of his being. Staring at the door he wondered how his attempt at an apology had turned so bad. What could he have done differently? He just wanted to explain to Severus why he'd acted that way as a kid. Why couldn't the man just listen. Then it dawned on his as the last of his words sank in just what he'd been missing. Instead of wondering why the man hated him so much he was left wondering how he'd missed all the signs? How could he have never noticed that Severus had been just as alone as he was? How could he not notice Severus was still alone. Where he was accepted by the Order members, Severus was always doubted, as no one really knew where he stood. Sadness and regret welled up in his chest as he realized Severus was right. He was blind.<p>

"Moony," Sirius called having come to stand beside his friend. He could see the tears trailing down Remus's eyes. Anger sparked in his own, "what the hell did Snively do?"

"Shut up Sirius," Remus said darkly glaring at his friend, "stop calling him that."

"What in Merlins name happened?" Sirius said in utter shock. Why was Remus sticking up for Severus of all people? Remus just shook his head. Unable to tell Sirius what he'd just learned knowing the man would just use it against Severus. For once he didn't feel like he could trust himself to speak. He didn't want to cause anymore hurt to a man who had clearly suffered enough of that from all of them.

"I'll kill that greasy git!" Sirius thundered glaring a hole at the door. He couldn't for the life of him understand what had gotten into Remus.

"Don't," Remus said shakily. His eyes turned pleadingly to Sirius.

"Damn it Moony, he deserves at least a good hexing! He made you cry for Merlins sake!" Sirius barked dangerously.

"He didn't do anything Sirius," Remus pleaded.

"Oh come on Moony, you really expect me to believe that?" Sirius demanded.

"It's the truth boy," Moody called out from where he stood in the doorway having seen what had transpired and finally done with being silent. To hell with what Dumbledore wanted. He'd had more then enough. He'd been the only Auror present when Dumbledore had interrogated Severus under veritaserum when he first came to Dumbledore and confessed his sins. He'd learned some things then about the man. Things that had changed his views on where Severus stood and even though he'd vowed to Dumbledore to be silent. He wouldn't be silent any longer.

"What do you know about it?" Sirius demanded.

"More then you!" Moody grumbled before going on. "I wouldn't speak about things you have no knowledge of boy!"

"I know more then you think! That filth is a Death Eater or are you all to blind to see that!? Do you really think one such as -he- could possibly be reformed!? I tell you he's going to betray us all! He can't be trusted! I told you..." Sirius began his voice angry and rising until he was shouting at the others. Annoyed beyond reason and desperate to make himself understood.

"ENOUGH!" Moody thundered effectively silencing Sirius. "I'm only going to say this once, and no Albus I'm not going to keep silent. I don't care what you say. It's time they knew. If it wasn't for them Severus wouldn't be a Death Eater in the first place! You think he can't be trusted? He's not the one who bullied a terrified boy! You think your so much better then him? Let me tell you boy, your not! You might have chosen the right side, but you never had to stand alone and face your greatest fears! You were never forced to do atrocities that would make your stomach churn to even hear! You have no idea what he's been through and you can just shut your mouth! Unlike you, I actually was there when he was interrogated about his Death Eater activities. So I do know for a fact he's on our side!"

"I never bullied anyone," Sirius denied adamantly.

"Yes we did Padfoot," Remus whispered from his side. Total silence fell at those soft words and Sirius looked at his friend suddenly all anger was gone from his features. He shook his head in denial. No it couldn't be. It wasn't true. He could tell from Remus's expression that it was and for the first time in his life he wasn't sure what to do or say. Had they really been the reason Severus became a Death Eater? No surely not?

"Until you understand just what he lived through, I'd suggest taking a look at what's been done to Harry. Then realize that the same thing was done to Severus. Only no one bothered to help him, like he helped Harry," Moody finally finished his cold words in the resounding silence.

"It was not your place to tell them Alastor," Dumbledore chided softly.

"I don't care Albus, I'm tired of the animosity, it's time people understood," Moody said bitterly. He drew in a breath and continued addressing them all, "were fighting a war. A war for our very way of life. We can't be fighting amongst ourselves if we have any hope of winning this war. We need all the help we can get. So I'm going to tell you now to set aside your differences or leave. Unless we are united in our cause we will never succeed."

Complete silence fell as the others looked anywhere but at Moody. Not being able to meet each other's gazes. They had all doubted Severus at one time or another. Some more then others, but hearing those words made them all wonder why he kept helping them. Just how much did the man bear alone. No wonder he never stayed for dinner after the meetings. No wonder he never talked to any of them unless absolutely necessary. No wonder he lived in solitude and kept even his closest friends and allies at a safe distance. No one had ever been there for him.

What Moody hadn't know or expect was how hard the words would hit Sirius. Sirius who had known a level of this abuse, that both Harry and Severus had. Sirius who had never thought Severus could come from a bad home. Had always assumed the quiet boy was just plotting another prank on them or some way to take Lily away from James. Sirius had never even considered that Severus's deep friendship with Lily had any other roots. Now he was left awash with remorse and self loathing. He'd done to another what he'd hated most being done to him. He was no different then Severus and that thought made him feel sick. How could he have been so wrong? Would it really change his actions and words though? Severus had a way of getting under his skin. He knew he wouldn't ever be able to treat Severus as a friend, but maybe he could make the attempt anyways? Would the other man accept it? Could he even do it? In the face of the Slytherin's biting tongue? Sirius was left reeling as he stood there in the Headmaster's front hall watching Remus slowly pull himself together.

* * *

><p><strong>Author's Note:<strong> A further clarification on the Sirius situation. I'm only changing when he escaped from Azkaban. As far as the wizarding world is concerned he's still a murder. Peter has not been caught or discovered and Sirius is still in hiding. I'm simply stating that Dumbledore knew he was innocent from the beginning and had no abilities to do anything to prevent his incarceration. Again I'm sorry that I am breaking canon and I know you will not all agree with it, for that I am sorry. I hope you can still enjoy the story.

**Thank You to all those who those who added my story to their reading lists I hope you are all enjoying the story as much as I am enjoying writing it.**

**adenoide:** Oh wow thank you so much for all the reviews. Voldy is insane... It will indeed be dangerous for Severus, The Malfoys and Harry. That's part of the plot. There will be some interesting fall out from that once he learns that Harry is with the Malfoys. I do however have a plan for that. As for the will. They did. Sirius was placed as his Godfather. However to the wizarding world Sirius is a convicted criminal who escaped (I just made that happen earlier because Dumbledore knew he was innocent and facilitated his escape). So that's why Dumbledore ended up in charge of Harry and that's why he was placed with the Dursley. Though when Severus pieced it together and Albus confirmed it he couldn't go back.

Yes Sirius will be an adult. Actually you can see that beginning in this chapter. Old wounds don't always heal so easily though. There will be a lot more Sirius/Severus tension to come... As for Ron being studious yah no not gunna happen... Though I do see Harry and Hermione being very interested in Severus's impromptu lessons. I always thought that Hermione wouldn't be top of the class in potions even if she'd be Exceptional in it or Outstanding even. Potions isn't all about being book smart though, Hermione is book smart. She excels at theory and memorization, but those have drawbacks too. I always saw Potions as one of those, but that might just be me.

Dumbledore wants the stone to keep it away from Voldemort.

**Roserayrose:** Thank you for your review. That might be the case. I'm not an expert on all things, these are just how I see things from reading the books so often. I admit I could be wrong. Though I think you might have accidentally reversed the names and meant that he'd placed the charm on Sirius and later the Potters changed it to Peter. That's not really what's important though. I'm using it as a viable excuse for why Dumbledore still trusts Sirius and why Peter isn't around yet in the story even though Sirius will be. Mostly I have some plot points I need Sirius for and wanted to have some fun with Sirius/Severus interactions earlier on and not have to wait until I absolutely need Sirius in the story to move it along.

I hope that explains things just a little better? And I hope you don't think I took your review negatively as I did not. I'm just trying to explain a little bit more why I did that and why I'm using my presumptions/assumptions to do this.


End file.
